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THE 
PREFACE 

| | TO THE al 
READER: 

| Learned = | 


hee He Authors friend will 
Rs 70t uſurp much upon thy 
Eye'; this is, only for 
£5 thoſe, whom the name 
# of our Drvine Poet hath 

not yet ſeiſed into admiration, I dare.un- 
dertake, that what Jamblicus (in vita 
Pythagorz ) affirmeth of hjs Maſter, at 
his Contemplations , theſe Poems «an, 
viz. They ſhalt lift thee Reader, ſome 
yards above the ground; and, as in 


A 2 Pychas 


I 


The Preface 


Pythagoras School, every temper was 
firſt tuned into a height by ſeveral pro- 
portions of Myfick, and ſpiritualiz,'d 
for -ong-of his weighty LeSures; ſo, + 
mayſt thou take a Poem hence, and tune 
thy ſoul .by it into a Heavenly pitch ; 
and thus refined and born up upon the 
wings of Mediation, in theſe Poems 
. thou maiſt talk freely of God, and of 
that other ſtate. 
+»: Here's Herbert's ſecond, but equal , 
who hath retris/d Poetry of late, and 
retarn'd it up to ats Primitive uſe1 ; Let 
it bound back to Heawven Gates, whence 
it cantey,Think ye $t Auguſtine would 
| iS his graver Learning with | 
a book of 'Kdetry, had he fancied their | 
deareſt end ta:. be the vanity of Love- | ; 
Sonnets, and Epitbalaminms ? No,no, | , 
. be thought with - this our Poet , that 4 
"every . foot in a bigh-born Verſe, "might | 


belp to meaſure the ſoul into that better 
world: 


| to the Reader. 

world : Divine P6etry ; I dare hold 
. it, in poſition againſt Suarez on the ſub- 
Jet, -to be the Language of the Angels; 
Þ- zt 2s the Quinteſſence of Phantafie and 


diſcourſe center'd in Heaven 'tis the 
very outgoings of the ſoul; "tis what 
alone our Author is able totell you, and 
that in bis own Verſe, 

It were prophane but to mention here 
in the Preface thoſe under-headed Po- 
ets, Retainers to Seven ſhares and a 
half; Madrigal fellows, whoſe only bu- 
ſineſs in Verſe, is to rime a poor Six- 
peny Soul, a Subburb ſinner into Heſfgy, 
May ſuch arrogant pretenders to- 
Poetry waniſh, with their prodigious 
iſſue of tumorous heats and flaſbes of 
their adulterate Brains, and for ever 
after, may this our Poet fill up the bet- 
ter room of man. Oh! when the ge- 
neral arraignment of Poets ſhall. be, to 
give an account of their higher ſouls; 

A 3 with 


"The Preface 
with what a triumphant brow ſhall our 
Diyine Poet fit above and look down 
pon poor Homer , Virgil , Horace , 
Claudian , &c. who had amongſt 
them the ill luck to talk out a great 
part of their gallant Genius upon Bees, 
Ding, Frogs, and Gnats , &c. and 
not as himſelf here , upon Scriptures , 
Diwine Graces, Martyrs and An- 

els. 

Reader, we flile his Sacred Poems, 
Steps to the Temple, and aptly, for 
in the Temple of God, under his wing, 
he ed bis life in S. Maries Church near 
St. Peter's Colledge ; there he lodged 
wander Tertulitan's roof of Angels ; 
there he made his Ne$+ more gladly 
then David's Swallow neer the Houſe 
of God: where like a Primitive Saint 
be offered more Prayers in the night, 
then others uſually offer in the day ; 
there he penned theſe Poems , Steps 


or 


to the Reader, 
for happy Souls to climb Heaven 
by. 


And thoſe other of his pieces, inti- 
tuled, The Delights of the Muſes , 
( though of a more Humane mixture) 
are as ſweet as they are innocent. 

The praiſes that follow are but few 
of many that might be conferr'd on 
him , he was excellent in Five Lat- 
guages ( beſides his Mother-Tongue ) 
viz. Hebrew , Greek, Latine , Ita- 
lian, S paniſh , the two laſt whereof be 
bad baule help in, they were of his own 
acquiſition. 

Amongſt bis other accompliſhments 
in Academick, ( as well Pious as 
Harmleſs) Arts., he made bis «kill in 
Poetry , Mufick,, Drawing , Limming , 
Graving , ( exerciſes of his curious in- 
vention and ſudden = to be but 
bis ſubſervient recreations for wacant 


bours , not the grand buſineſs of his 


ſoul. A 4 To ; 


«a aq 3 
"To the fhrher Qualifications 1mvight 
* add that which would crown them all,- 
his rare moderation in Pitt ( almoſt 
| Leſiian Tentperance ) be never created 
a Miſe out of diſtempers, nor ( with 
our. Canaty Scriblers ) co any firinge 
miſts of Surfets before the intelleual 
beams of his Mind or Memory , the 
latter of .»bich he was ſo. wy a ma- | 
fter. of, that he bad there under Lock 
and Key in reatlineſs, the richeſt Trea- 
ſures of the beſt. Greek and Latine 
Poets, ſome of which Anthors he had 
' wore at bis command by heart, then 
others that only read their Works, tore- 
tain little, and underſtand leſs. 
"Enough Reader, T intend not a wo- 
Tume of praiſes, larger then this Book, 
Flor need I longer tranſport thee to 
think, oyer- bis va$t perfe&ions, I will 
orclude all that I bawe impartially 
writ of this Learned young Gentleman 


"to the Reader: 
( niw dead to us) as be bimſelf doth, 
with the la$+ Line of his Poem upen 
Biſhop Andrews's Picture before bis 
Sermons. | 

* Verte paginas, 
Look on his following Leaves and ſee him breath. 


La 
+ 
oy 


The Authors Motto, 


Live Jeſus, Live, and let it be 
My lite to dye for love of thee. 
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All Siler 
| P_ TE ver- forded til ! 


Char Shs Snowy Hills ! 
va ding, never ſpent; I mean 


ir Eyes ſweet Magdalene. F 


2 Heavens = fair yds be, 
Heavens of ever-falli ſtars, 
Tis ſeed-tifne ftilt with the : 
. AndStars thou ſow'ſtwho whole Harveſt dares 
Promiſe the earth to counterſhine 
Thel What ever makes Heavens fore-head fine; + 


' 3 Butwe 'redeceived aff, 
Stars they *reindeed too true, 
For they but ſeem to fall 
As Heavens other ſpangles do : 
It is not for our Earth and us, 
'JToſhine in things ſo pretiots. 


4 Upwards thoudoſt weep, 

—— Heavens boſome drinks the gentle ſtream, 
Where th' Milky Rivers meet, 

Thine Crawls above «7 is the Cream. 


'\ 


. p 
- 


" 


Heaver), 


Steps to #he Temple. 


Heaven, of ſuch fair Floods this, 
Haren the Criſtal Oceans: 


Every morn from Avg 
A brick Cherub ſomething lips 
by hoſe mw yore 2 
Adds ſweerneſs to octeſt Lips. 
Then to his Muſick, ROE 
Taſtes of this breakfaſt hin ww JA 


7 The Dew an, 


, 
,; 


_ wr 
LITE jo 1 


D932! it 
5, 783 * V0.2, 
789 Af F 231 
—_ fi 2 


The.Prinaroſes pale (4l 
The Dew no ma 
Nuzzedinthe Lilles 
Mauch rather would it Tremble here, 
And leave them both to Wy” Tear.. 


. 
ev+*x? art! . 
x ct Se %s 


| by ne” 1e 


$ Not the ſoft Gol [whi 
Steals from the Amb 


x 


joerning Ts Ties. 


Makes Sorrow h; 
As the drops diſtill'd fi Ar thee, 


, - . 
4 "a » ab 


Sorrows beſt Jewels lic in theſe 


Caskets of which Heaven Armths KeISs, wall 


0d 2097 
al (1; 53194 \v/ 
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9 whitrSorrow woj 
In ber ec brightel Maj 


( For 


Srepib16 the Temple. 


For ſhe is a Queen ee I 
Dorey = & bar thee,” © E 
Then, and only then ſhe wears 


Her richeſt Pearls, I'ttieanthy Tears. 


heady id wee 

when <—p— 

Fot the Sun that dies, y 
Sits Sorrow with a Face ſo fair; ' 

No where but here did tver meet 

Sweetneſs ſo ſad, adn To ſweet. 


? 11 Sadneſs al the while © '* 
She firs in ſuch a Throne a3 this, - 
Can do nought-but fraiſe, / 
Nor believes ſhe ſadtiefs is ; 
Gladneſs it ſelf would be more ghd 
0 be made ſo ſweetly "at. 


| by ——_ al 6 is 
That the Balſome.ſweating bough - 
So coyly ſhould let fall 
His med'cinable Tears; for now .- 
ature bath learn't CextfhRa Dew, 
ore Soveraign and Sweerfrom you. 


. — 
—- 
Fr" 


13 Yetletthe poordrops weep, 
| is rad oe, 
| tly let them creep _ 
| Sadthatthey ce mama ſo, 
Chey though to others no relief, 
+ Way Balſome befor their own grief. 


" 14 Golden though hebe, 
4 . Golden 7 agss murmurs though, 
(fot B a 


4 SepototheTemple, 

" Might beflow fi 078 KOT 
Crannrind jec wo be way peyrs 

Richer far does tfeeſteem., no. 


. S207 : af} 115441 0 It» 8+ 197 
Thy Silver, then his Golden fiream. % + fad ; 


15 Welldoes the Maythat bes i, ;.; -.; -; 
Smiling in thy. Cheeks, contels, i 999 (1311 vo 
The April in thine Eyes, 13 £11” 312 207] 
Mutu1l ſweetneſs they,expreſs,, ;. + 
* No Apile'rlent ſofter. ('/ 1. - I RE OR 
Nor May returned fairer Flowggs, - - ', > / 


16 Thus doſt thou melt the.yepr. } !,;> 3; 
Into a weeping mqgion, . ,..j7 ; "1, 
Each minute waiteth here ;1......,',... 
Takes his Tear and him-goar z i126 10% 

By thine Eyes tin&tenobled chug, ,/,;-.,. 1 +1 1. 
Time lays him up : he's precions.,;,_,, 1 þ om 


Vial 


His Hour-Gt | 
By them his ſteps be reRities. 


13; DISC . } / 
- , 
Z 


The Sands he us'd np longer pleaſe; ..... 1/1; 
For his own Sands he'l ule thy Seas. 1... . 


18 Does thy Song lull the Air? . . ., __ 
Thy Tears juſt Cadefice ſtill keeps time, 
Does thy ſweet brearhi'd ' 11.) 2m- 

Up in clouds of incenſe climb ?' Lay 
Still at each ſigh, that's each ſtop :” | 
A Bead, that is a Tear doth drop. , 


19 Does the Night ariſe ? . 
Srl thy Tears do fall, and fall; 


bi 
9: 


6” 


Stefi#'1 the Temple” 
Does night looſe her Eyes ? 

- - Sriltthe Fountain weeps for all. - — ---—-- 

| Let Night or Day do what they will, 

| Thou haſt thy Taske,thon weepeſt ill. 


20 Not, ſolongſhe livdd, | 
Will chy Tomb reportof thee, 6 
Thus muſt we date thy memory, 
"'} Others by Days, by Monerhs, by Years 
Meaſare their Ages, Thou by Tears. 


21 Say watry Brothers | 
Ye ſimpering Sons of thoſe fair Eyes, 
Your fertile Mothers, 
What hath our World that can entice 
You to be born ?. what is'c can borrow 
ou from her Eyes ſwotn womby of Sorrow. 


pi 22 Whither away ſo faſt ? 

, Owhither? for the ſlutciſh Earth 

| Your ſweetneſs-cannot taſte, | 
Nor does the Duſt deſerve your Birth. 
Whither haſte ye then? O fay 
by ya trip ſo faſt away ? 


; 23 We gonot to ſeek 
W The dirlings of Aarora's Bed, 
| The Roſes modeſt Cheek 
: Nor the Violets humble head. 
. /- Noſuchthing, we goe'to meer 
» © Pworthjer ObjeR, Ogr Lords Feet, - 


Fo B 3 The 
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Fhe _ 


Hat bright ſoft ching is ; this > 
m__ re rg Eyes expence ? 
ſt ſpark its, 
ary Diamond ; from whenee | 
The very he mehink, was found | 
The water of a Diem. 


2 O *tisnot a Tear, 
1Tis a Star about to drop 
From thine Eye its ſphear ; 
The Sun will Roop and rake it.up, 
Proud will his Siſter be to wear 
This thine Eyes Jewel in ber Ear. 


3 O'tiszTear, 
Too true a Tear ; for.no. ſad Eyne, 
How ladſoe* WIFE 
Rain ſo true a Tearasthing.; 
Each Drop leaving a place ſo dear, 
Weeps for it ſelf, is its own Tear, 


4 Such a Pearl as this is, 
( Slipt from Aurora's dewy Breſt ) 
The Roſe-buds ſweet Lip kiſſes ; R 
And fuch the Roſe its ſelf when verze 
With ungentle flames, does ſhed, 
bweating in too warm aBed, 


Steps te the Temple.” 
s Snch the Maiden Gemme 
"By the wanton Spring put on, 
71 Peeps from her Parem ſemme, 
And bjuſhes on the watry Sun : 
This watvy\ of thy Eyne 
Ripe, will make ghe cher Wine. 


* 


6 Fair Drop, why .quak thou fo. ? 
*Cauſe thou (treight mult lay thy Head 
In the Duſt? O no; | 
The Duſt ſhall never be thy Bed : 
A Pillow for thee will I bring, 
Stuft with Down of Angels wing. 


7 Thuwscarried yp onbigh, 
( Forto Heaventhqy mult go ) I 
Sweetly ſhalt thou lye, 
Andin ſoft ſlumbers:bath chy Woe, 
Till the ſinging Orbs awake thee, \ 
And one ofeheir brighe-Chorus make thee. 


8 There thy ſelf ſhale be 
AnEye, but notaweeping one, 
' Yerl doubt of thee, 
W hither th' badſt rather there bave ſhone 
An Eye of Heaven ; or {till ſhine here 
Inth' Heaven of Mary's eye, a Teare. 


Steps tothe'Temple.'* 


Divine Epigrams:” 
On the water of our Loyds Baptiſme, 
AchBleſt Drop on each Bleſt Limb, | 
Is waſht ir ſelf, in waſhing him : 


* Fisa Gemrye while it ſtays here; * 
While irfallshence 'tis a Tear. 


__— 


AR. 8. 
On the Baptized eAthiopian, 
Et itno longer þe a forlorn-ho + 
. | 'To waſhan Poe: 
He's waſht, his gloomy skin a 
” For Te" ox Soul is made ; 


And now, I doubt not, the Eternal Dove, 
= = black- fac houſe will love, 


On the Miracle of multiplied Loaves, 


Ee here an caſie Feaſt that knows no wound, 
| That under Hunpers Teeth will needs be fond : 
A ſubtle Harveſt of unbounded bread, 
What would ye more ? Here Food it ſelf is fed. 


Upon the Sepulchre of our Lore, 


Ere, where our Lord once laid his Head, 
LNow the Grave lies BYy: 


 Srepriorhe Temple | 


The Widows Mites. 


T Wo Mites, two Drops,(yet all her Houſe and Lind) 

Falls from a ſteady Heart, though trembling Hand ; 
The others wanton wealth-foams high, and brave, - , 
The other caſt away, ſhe only gave. 


Luke 15. 


On the Prodigal. 


"Ell me bright Boy, tell me my Golden Lad, 

Whither away fo frolick ? why fo Po. 

' What all thy Wealth in Council ? all thy State ? 
Are Husks ſo deer ? troth *is a Mighty Rate, 


A. 


on the ſtill ſurviving Marks of our 
\  Saviews Wounds, 


Wat ever ſtory of their cruelty, 
| OrNail, or Thorn, or Spear have writ in Thee, - 
nd : -  , Areinanother Sence 
Still Legible ; 
I. Sweet is the difference : 
OneeT did ſpell 
= Every red Letter 
| A wound of thine, 
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Libro Primo, 
5, this: H 
Argomento. 
; n 
ceep Caſting the times with their ſtrong ſignes, 


y Death sM after his own his own death Divines ; 
Strug ling for Help, bis beſt Hope 53, 
| Herod's /xſpition may heal hir, 
_—_— he ſends a Fiend to = 
e ſi-epin 3 ns fond miſtake, l 
1/36 * vas) or he whoſe Birth 
HMran's Heav'n, ſhould meddle with his Earth, 


I 


Uſe, now the ſervant of ſoft Loves no more, 
Hate is thy Theame, and Herod, whoſe unbleſt 
___Wand (fo whatdares not jealous Greatneſs? ) tore 
thouſand ſweet Babes from their Mothers Breſt, 
The Blooms of Martydome. O be a Door 
Of Language to my Infant Lips, ye beſt | 
Of Confeſſors : whoſe Throats anſwering his ſwords, 
Gave forth your Blood for Breath, ſpoke Souls for 
(Words. 
D. The 
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Creat Anthony ! Spain: well-beſeeming pride, 
Thou Mighty Branch of Emperours and Kings, 

The Beauties of whoſe dawn what Eye may bide, 
Which with the Sun himſelf weighs equal Wings, 
Mapp of Heroick worth / whomfar and wide 

To the beleeving World Fame boldly ſings : 

Deign thou to wear this hamble Wreath that bowes, 
To be the facred Honour of thy Brows. 


3. 


Nor needs my Maſe a Bluſh, 6r theſe brighe Flow'rs 
Ocher then what their own bleſt Beanties bring, | 
They were the ſmiling Sons of thoſe ſweer Bow'rs, 

1 hat drink the Dew of Life, whefe deathlcſs Spring, 
Nor $irian Flame, nor Boreas Froſt deflow'rs : 

From whence Heav'n-labouring Bees with buſie wing, 
Suck hidden Sweets, which well digeſted proves 
Immortal Honey for the Hive of Loves. 


4. 


Thou, whoſe firong Hand with ſo tranſcendent worth, 
Holds high the Rein of fair Parthenope, 
That neicher Rome, rior Arhens can bring forth 
A Name in Noble Deeds Rival tothee ! 
Thy Famesfull noiſe, makes proud the patient Earth, 
Far more then Matter for my Muſe and me, 
The Tyrrh-ne Seas and Shores ſoundall the ſame, 
And in their Murmures keep thy Mighty Name. 

j 5. Belo 
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Below the bottom of the great 4byſſe, 

There where one Center reconciles all things, |, 

The Worlds profound Heart pagts ; there placed is 
, | Miſchief old Maſter, doſe abour bim clings 

A curl'd knot of embracing Snakes, that Kiſs be 

His corr t Cheeks: theſe loathſome Strings - 

Hold che perverſe Prigce in Ecernal Ties | 

res, Faſt bound, fince firſt he forfeired the Skies, 


| 6. 


The Judge of Torments, and the King of Tears: 

5 | He fills a burnithe Throne of quenchleſs fires «+ 
And for his old fair Robes of Light, he wears 

"> | A gloomy Mantle of dark Flames, the Tire 

ng That Crowns his hated head on high appears ; 

| Where ſeav'n tall Horns ( his Empires pride ) aſpire. 

"2 Andto make © up Hells Ma jelly, each Horn 

0 Seay'n Creſted Hjdra's horribly adorn. 


7 : 


, | His Eyescheſullen Dens of Death and Night, 
re} Scartle the dull Air with a diſmal Red : 
Such his fell Glances as the fatal Lighr 
Of ſtaring Comets, that look Kingdoms dead: 
, | From his black Noſtrils, and blew Lips, in ſpight 
* | Of Hells ownſtink, a worſer ſtench is ſpread. ; 
His Breath Hells Lightning is : and each deep groan 
Diſdains to think that Hear'n T hunders alone. 
| D 2 2, Hig 
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His Flaming ,Eyes dire exhalation, 

Unto a dreadful Pile gives hery Breath , 

Whoſe unconſum'd Conſumption preys upon 

The never.dying Life, of a long death, 

In this ſad Houle of ſlow DeſtruQon, 

( Hisſhop of Flames ) he fries himſelf, beneath 
A maſs of Woes, his Teeth for Torment gnaſh, 
While his Steel fides ſound with with his Tails ſtrong 

(laſh, 


"9, 


Three Rigorous Virgins waiting ſtill behind, 
Affiſtthe Throne of th*Iron-Sceptered King : 
With whips of Thotns and knotty Vipers twin'd 
They rouſe him, when his rank Thoughts need a ſting : 
Their Locks are Beds ofuncomb'd Snakes that wind 
About theit ſhady Brows in wanton Rings. 
Thus Reigns the wrathful King,and while he Reigns, 
His Scepter and himſelf both he diſdains, 


IO, 


Diſdainful wretch ! how hath one bold Sin coſt 
Thee all the Beauties ofchy once bright Eyes ? 
How hath one black Eclipſe cancell'd and croſt 
The Glories that did Guild thee in thy Riſe ? 
Proud Morning of a perverſe Day ! how loſt 
Ar: thou unto thy ſelf, thou roo ſelf-wiſe 
Narciſſus? fooliſh Phazton ? who for all 
Thy high-aim'd hopes, gain'dſt but a Flaming fall, 
It, From 
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From Death's ſad ſhades -to the Life. -beeathing Airs? 
This mortal, Enemy to Mankinds good,” 
Lifes his malignant Eyes ,' waſted with care, 
To become BReaurifut in komane Blood perk 0;51f) 
Where 7orday melts, his-Chryſtal, <p woke fale 
The Fields of P aleſthre; with ſo pure. 3 Flgod,: 
There does be fix his Eyes: and there Detet) | 
New matter, to ma his great.laſpeRt; 77 


V, 


oo > 


12, 
He calls -to mind th? old qutarrel,” and what fpark* 7" 
Set the contending Sons of Heav'n ob fire : iT 


Ofc in hisdeep Thought he revolves the, Dark | ++! 
S;bills Divining Leaves: be does enquire , em 
Into th” vid -Propheſtes; trembling tromirk ; :..4. 
How many preſent Prodigies confprre; * » off 
To Crown their paſt Predictions, both! he be. | 
Together,in his pondrous mind both weighs, | vi 


E3, 


Heavens Golden-wiriged Herald, fate faw WOT 
Toa poor Galiltan Virgin fent: + }* +; 
How low the Bright, Youth bow'd and with whaca 2wa 
Immortal Flow'rs to- ber fair Hand-preſent: +, 
He ſaw th*old Hebrews womb, neglett the Eaw- | - 
Of Ape and Barrenneſ, and ber Baheprevent  - » /, 

His Birth, by his Devotion, who begin 

_ to. be a Saint, before a Man, 

D 3 14. He 
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He fav Rich 'Ne&ar Thaws, releaſe the Rigor 
Of th* Icy Neth, from Froſt-dound Aries hinds 
His Adamaiitine Ferters fall. : Yreen Vigor 
Gladding the $eyrbja# Rocks arid hoon Serids, 
He ſaw a verndl finile, ſweetly 
Wintersfid nr} and air te wry flowry Lands. 
Of fair Zigadds ns (ting, 
Witch Mania Milk, and Bale, * broach the 


gs 


T5. 


He ſaw how inthat Bleft Day. Night, 
The Heav'n rebuked ſhades Yen dell = 
How bright x Dawriof rms Light 
Amarz'd the midnight World, and made a Day 
Of which thir: _ knew vor, Mad with Spight 
He markt how the-poo r Shepheards ran to pay 
Their ſimple Tribere: to the Babe, whoſe Birch 

Wasthe great Bufineſs both'of Heav'n and Earth, 


-16. 


He ſaw a threefold Sun, with rich encreaſe, 
Make proud the Rub Portats of the Euf: 
He ſaw the Temple Sacred to ſweet Peace, - 
Adore her Princes'Birth, flat on her Brelt; 
He faw the fallinff1dols, all confeſs 
A coming Deity*:' He ſaw:rhe .Neſt 
Of pois'nous and unnatural Loves, Exrth-nurſt ; 
Touche with the Worlds true Amidore to virlt. 
17, He 
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I7. 


He ſaw Heav'n Blaſſome with a new. born Light, 

On which, as ona Glorious ſtranger gaz'd 

The Golden Eyes of Night : whoſe Beam made Bright 

The way to Beth'lexs,. and as boldly blaz'd, 

(Nor aakt leave gf che, Sun) by 1 _ay ag Night... 

By whom ( as Heay'ns lluftricas nd-maid ) rais'd 
Three Kings(or whats more)cthree Wiſe men went 

" | m#:fng4dto inde Worlds true Orient: 


18, 


Struck with theſe hag ru of things, .. - 
Symptomes fo deadly, unto Death and bim; :;_ - 
Fain would he have what fatal Strings, 
Ecernally bind each rebellious Limb. 
| He ſhook himſelf, and ſpread his fpatious Wings : J.., 
Shi Which like two boſom'd Szils embrace the dimme . + 
Air, with a diſmal ſhade, but all in vaio, 
Of ſturdy Adamant is his ſtrong Chain. 


19, 


While thus Heav'ns higheſt Counſails, by the low 
Foot-ſteps of their EffeRts, be trac'dtoo well, 
He toſt his traubled Eyes, Embers chat glow 
Now with new Rage, and wax too hot tor Fell. 
With his foul Claws be fenc'd his furrowed Brow, 
And gave a gaſtly ſhreek, whoſe horrid Yell 
Ran trembling through the hollow vaults of Night, - 
The while big twiſted Tail he gaaw'd for ſpighr. 
4 h 
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26, 


Yet oh the other ſide fain would he ſtart 
Above his Fears, and think it cannot be : 
He ſtudies Scripture, ſtrives to ſound the hearr, 
And feel the Pulſe of aw; fe, , | 
knows ( but knows not how, or by what Art) 
The Heav'n expeRting Ages, hope to ſee 
 AMighty Babe, whoſe pure, unſpotted Birth, 
From a chaſte Virgin womb ſhould bleſs the Earth. 


21. 


But theſe vaſt Myſteries his Senſes ſmother, 

| And Reaſon (for what's Faith to him 2), dgvour, 
How ſhe that is a Maid ſhould prove a Mother, 
Yer keep inviolate her Virgin Flow'r; 

| How Gods Eternal Son ſhould be mans Brother, 

. Poſeth his proudeſt IntelleQual Pow'r , "> 

| How a-pure Spirit ſhould incarnate be, 

And Life it ſelf wear Death's frail Livery, 


as AT _c & a Ra. 


22, 


That the Great Angel-blinding Light ſhould ſhrink 

His Blaze, to ſhine in a poor Shepheards Eye; 

That the unmeaſur'd God ſolow ſhould ſink, 

As Pris'ner in a few poor Rags to lie; 

That from his Mothers Breſt he Milk ſhould drink 

Who feeds with NeRar Heav*ns- fair Family; 

| That a vile Manger his low Bed ſhould prove, 
Who ina Throne of Stars Thunders above; - 

_ RI 23, That 
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23. 


That he whom the Sun ſerves ſhould faintly peep + 
Through Clouds of Infantfleſh : that he the old 
Eternal Word ſhould bex Child, and weep : * 
That he who made the Fire ſhould fear tthe Cold : 
That Heav'ns high Majeſty his Court ſhould keep 
Þ 1na Clay-cortage, 'byeach Blaſt control'd : PA 
That Glories ſelf ſhould ſerve our Griefs aud Feats : 
th, And free Eternity ſubmir to years: | 


24. 


And further, that the Law's Eternal'Giver, © 
Should hleed in his own Law's obedience - 
And to the circumciſing Knife deliver 
Himſelf, ,the forfeit of bis Slaves offence. 
That" the unblemiſhe Lamb, bleſſed for ever, 
Should take the mark 6f Sin, and painof'Sence: 
Theſe ..are the knotty Riddles, whoſe dark doubt 
Intangles his loſt Thoughts, paſt gerring our. - - 


"25 


k | While new Thoughts boyl'd in his enraged Breſt, ' 
His gloomy Boſomes darkeſt CharaRer, x 
Was inhis ſhady Forehead ſeen expreſt, 
The Forehead'sſhade in Griefs expreſſion there, 
c, | 1s what infignof joy among the blelt - 
The, Faces lightning, or a ſmile is here. = 
Thoſe ſtings of care that his ſtrong Heart oppreſt, 
A deſperate, 0h me, drew from his deep Breſt. 
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26, 


Ohmwe ! ( thus bellow'd be ) Obme! what great - þ 

Portents before mine Eyes their Pow'rs adyance ? | 

And ſerves my purer rok, only 'to beat 

Dawn my proud Thought, and leave itin a Trance? 

Frownl ; and can great Nature keep her ſcat? 

And the gayStars lead on their Golden dance? 

: -Caii bis a $ above ſtill proſp'rous be, 
Auſpicious {til}, -in ſpight of Hell and me? 


% 


27, 


He has myHeaven(what would he more?) whoſe baight 
And radiant Scepter this bold Hand ould bear 
And forthe never-fading Fields of Light, ., *_ 
My fair Inheritance, he confines me here,, -;-  # 
To this dark Houſe of ſhades, Horrour, and Night, 
To draw a long-liv'd Death, where all my Chee - 
' Is the ſolemnity my ſorrow wears, _ 
That Mankinds Torment waits upon my Tears, 


28, 


Dark, duzky Man, he needs would ſingle farth, - 
To make hs partaer of his own pure Ray; - 
And ſhould we Pow'rs of Heav'n, Spirits of -worch 
Bow our bright Heads before a King of Clay,? 

It ſhall not be; ſaid I, and clomb the. North, .... | 
Where never wing of Angel yet made way _ | 
What chough 1 miſt my blow} yer I ſiraok bigh, 

Ando daxe ſomething is ſome victory, .... -. ;, 


| 


29: 
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C - M6he not ſatisfied? means he to wreſt . 

©? KHellfrom me too, and ſack my Territories? 
ile Hornane Nature, meats he nocr' jnyeſt 

nce?fl O my defpight ! ) with his Divineſt ? 
od riſing with rich ſpoils vpon his Breſt, | 
ith bis fair Triuftiphs fill all fatideb@oritsr 4 
Muſt the bright Arnis of Hei rebik theſe Eyes 7 
Mock the, and dazle iny dark Myſtefies> | 


30. 


net thou not Lacifer, ? he to whom the droves 
| ' State; 'fjar fuild the Morn in charge were given ? 
The nimbleſt of the Ligheyin Loves ? 
The faireſt, and the tn ſitite 'of Heiv'n? 
ty ook in what Pop the Phatret tio ves 
T ' Mev'rently circled 'by the lefſer ſeaven; 
Such, 2nd 0 rich, the" Flamnevthar from thine Eyes, 
Oppteſt che eomniori-people of the Skies, 


31, 


| h wretch ! what boots thee to caſt back rhy Fy&s, 
-< bere dawiing hope no beam of comfere Shows ? | 
* File the refleRtion of thy forepaſt joyes, 

Renders thee double to thy prefent woes , 

Rather make up to thy new Miſeries, 

nd meet the miſchief rhar upon thee grows. 

If Hell muſt mourn, Heav'n ſure ſhall ſympathize; 
Whaz force cannot effeR, fraud ſhall deviſe. 


32. And 
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. And yet whoſe force fear1? haye I ſo loft 

My ſelf 5 myStrength too with my innocence ? 

Come try who dares, Heav'n,Earth,what e'r doſt bo; 

A borrowed Being, make thy bold defence : 

Come thy Creator too, what _ colt | 

Me yeta ſecond fall? we'd try our ſtrengths: +, 
Heay'a ſaw as ſtraggle once, as brave a fight . 
Earth now ſhould ſee, and eremble at the fight, 


33. 


Thos ſpoke th' impatient Prince, and made a pauſe, 
His foul Haps rais'd their Heads; and clapt their Har 
And all the Powers of Hell in fuil applauſe ..Þ 
Flouriſhe their Snakes and toſt their Flaming Brands. 
We ( faid the horrid Siſters) wait thy Laws, 
Th' a Handmaids of thy high Command 

Beir thy.part, Hells mighty Lord, to lay, 

On us thy dread Commands, ours to obey. 


' 


34 


What thy Als, what theſe hands can do, 
"Thou mad'{ bold proof upon the brow of Heay'n, 
Nor ſhould'ſt thou bate in. pride, becauſe that now, $- 
To theſe thy ſooty Kingdoms thou art driven : 
Let Heav*ns Lord chide above. loader then thou 
In language of his Thunder, thou art even 

With him below : here thou art Lord alone 

Bonndleſsand abſolute : Hell is thine own. 


35 
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f uſual Wit and Strength will do no good, 

ercues of Stones, nor Herbs : uſe ſtronger Charms, 
nger, and Love, beſt hooks of Humane blood : 

all fail, we'll put'on our proudeſt Arms, 

.$And pouring on Heay'ns Face the Seas huge Flood, 
..» "INuench his curl'd fires, we'll wake with our Alarms 
Ruine, where e'r ſhe ſleeps at Natures feet , 

And cruſh the World till his wide corners meet. 


36. 


{$cill you are pPR_ of your Love's expence 
nour great Proj 


37. 
% Fourth of the curſed knot of Hags is ſhe, 


ow. (Or rather aſl the other three in one , 
" Hells ſhop of ſlaughter ſhedo's overſee, 
. nd ſtill affiſt the Execution - 
But chiefly there do's ſhe delight to be, 
here Hells capacious Cauldron is ſet on : 
And while the black ſouls boil in their own gore, 


To hold them down, and look thai none. ſeerh o're» 
38. Thrice 
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Thrice how!l'dche Caves of Ni thrice the ſour 
T uponthe Banks of black Lakes 
Rung, fue <omy hollow vaults of Hell profeund : 
Athlaſt her li — _ ofeakes, 


Sea er ory —_—_— ooking round 
__—_ biſs br we ny. Tire of Snakes 
: Hells inmokt Caverns came, 


- —_ to her formidable Name. 


39. 


"Mong|t all the Palaces in Hells Command, 

No one ſo mercileſs as this of hers. 

The Adamantine Doors, for ever ſtand 

Impenetrable, both to Pray'rs and Tears, 

The Walls inexorable Stee), no hand 

Of Time or Teeth of hungry Raine fears. 
Their ugly Ornaments are the bloody ſtains, 

Of ragged Limbs, torn Sculls, and daſhr out Brains 
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40. 


T here has the Purple Yengeance a proud ſeat, 

W hoſe eyer-brandifhe Sword is ſheath'd in blood : 

About her Hate, Wrath, Warre, and Slaughter (wed 

Bathing their hot Limbs in Life's precious Flood, 

TThere rude impetuous Rage do's ſtorm, and fret : 

And there, as Maſterof this murd'ring brood, 
Swinging a huge Sith, ſtands impartial Death, 
With endle$ buſineks almoft out of I 


41. 


ſour 


me, 


4ns, 
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For Hangings and for Curtains, all along 
The Walls, (abominable Ornaments !_) 
Are Tools of Wrarh, Anyils of Torments hung 7 
Fell Fxecutioners of foul intents, 
Nails, Hammers, Hatchers ſharp, and Hakers ſtrong, 
Swords, Spears, with all che facal jnftruments 

Of $jo, and Death, twice dipt in thedireſtains 

Of Brothers mutual Blood, and Fathers Brains, 


_—— 


42. 


The Tables furnifhe with a curſed Feaſt, 

Which Haypjes with lean Famine feed upon, 

Uufil'd for ever. Here among thereſt, 

Inhumane Erifithow too makes one ; 

Tantalus, Atrew, Progue, here are 

Wolviſh Lycaen here a place harh won. 
The Cup they drinkinis Afeduſ#'s Scull, {full. 
Which mixt with Gall and Blood they quaff brim 


43- 


The foul Queen's moſt abhorred Maids of Honour, 
Medea,jecabel, many a meagre Witch 


T With Circe, $cy/la, ſtand to wait upon'her ; 


But her beſt Huſwives are the Parce, whicl 


* YStill work for her, and have their Wages from her; 


They prick a bleeding Heart at every ſtitch, ; 
Her cruel Clothes of coſtly T hreds they Weave, 
Which ſhort-cut Lives of murderedinfants Leave, 
” 44. The 
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The Houſe is bers'd about witha black Wood, 
Which nods with many a heavy headed Tree : 
Each Flower's a Pregnant poyſon, try'd and good ; 
Each Herb a Plague : The Winds ſighs timed be 
By « black Fount, which weeps into a Flood. 
Through the thick ſhades obſcurely might you ſee 
Ainotanres, Cyclopſes, with a dark drove 

Of Dragons, Hydraes, Sphinxes, fill the Grove, 


45- 


Here Diomed's Horſes, Pherens Dogs appear, 

With the fierce Lyons of Therodamar, 

Buſfiris ha's his bloody Altar here, 

Here $Sylla bis ſevereſt priſon has; 

The Leſtrigonians here their Table rear ; 

Here ſtrong Precraſtes plants his Bed of Braſs ; 
Here cruel Scyron boaſts his bloody Rocks, 
And hateful Schinas his ſo feared Oaks, 


46, 


What ever Schemes of Blood, fantaſtick frames 

Of Death Mezertine, or Geryon drew ; 

Phalaris, Ochus, Excelinus, names 

Mighty in Miſchief, with dread Neyo too, 

Hereare they all, here all the Swords or Flames 

Aſſyrian Tyrants, or Egyptian knew. 

Such was the Houſe, to furniſh was the Hall, 

2 Whence the fourth Fxry, anſwer'd Plato's call; F | 
8 47. Scarce 
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arce to th Monſter could the ſhady King! 

Fee My 

d; Bc ife as ehe mom wing ' 
Df Li or the wotds he key left Hell 
Kc with herto our World did bring, 

le proof of her fell preſence, th' Air too well 
ith a chang'd Countenance witne&'d the Fight 

And poor Fowls intercepted in their Flight, 


48. 


- 


E. 


ay 'n ſaw her riſe, and ſaw Hell in the ſight, 
de Fields fair Eyes ſaw ber, and ſaw no more 
ut Chuc their flowry Lids for eyer Night, 
xd Winter ſtrow her way, yea, ſuch a ſore 
$ ſhe co Nature, that a general frighc, _ 
n univerſal Pallie ſpreading o're * * 
The face ofthings, from'her dire Eyes bad run, | 
Had not her thick Snakes hid them from the Sun. 


49. 


ow had the Nights Companion from her Den, 
Vhere all the bulie day ſhe cloſe doth lye, 
With her ſoft wing, wip't from the brows of men 
ay's ſwear, row do Tyranny; - 
nd ſweet oppreſſion, kindly cheating them 
df all their Cares, tam'd the rebellious Eye 
Of ſorrow, with aſofr and Downy hand, 
Sealing all Breſls ina Lethear | 
| E 50. When 


es 
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When the Erptilher black Pinteptis had, 9 02 = 
And = to kn where hai TIO 
Had now retir'd himfelf, and'botrowed ' 2? 
His Breſt a'whiſe from care's unquiet he 
Such as ar 7#bex dire Feaſt ſhe ſhew'd her head, 
Her Salphat-breathed Torches brandiſhing, 

Such to the frighred Palace now ſhe comes, _ 
And with ſoft feet ſearches the 'filent Rooms, | 


51. 


By Herod ——— now was horn 
The Scepter, whith'of old great David ſmaid. 
Whoſe Right by David's hnage ſolong worn, 
Himſelf a ſtranger to, his own had made : 
And from the head of 7adahs houſe quite totn 
The Crown, for which npon their necks he laid 
A fad yoak, under which they figh'd in vain, 
And looking on their loſt ſtate ſigh'd again. 


$2. 


Up through the ſpacious Palace paſſed ſhe, 

To where the Kings proudly-repoſed head 

(1f any can be ſoft to Tyranmy 

And ſelf-rormenting ſin ) had a ſoft bed. 

She thinks not fic ſuch he her face ſhould ſee, 

Asitis ſeen by Hell; and ſeen with dread : 
Tochangeher face's ſtile ſhedoth deviſe, 
Andin a pale Ghoſt's ſhape co ſpare his Eyes. 
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:. {| Her ſelfa while ſhe lays aſide, and niakes 


7 ' 


StagiFtd Vue Temple: N or 
53: 


Ready to perſonate a mortal parc, 

(942 the King's dead Brother's ſhape ſhe takes, 
hat be by Nature was, is ſhe by Art. 

She cones to th' King, and with her cold hard flakes 

His Spirits, the ſparks of Life, and chills his Hearr, 
Lifes forge ; fain'd is her voice, and falſe too be 
Her words, Sleep'ſt thow fond man? Sieep'lt _— _ 


54. 


So ſleeps a Pilot whoſe poor Bark is preſt 
With many a mercyleſs 0'r-maſtring Wave; 
For whom (as dead) the wrathful Winds conteſt, 
Which of them deep'ſt ſhall dig her watry Graye. 
Why doſt thou let thy brave ſoul lie ſappreſt 
In Death-like ſlurmbers;, while thy dangerscrave 

A waking Eye and Hand? look up and ſee 

The Fatesripe, in their great Conſpiracy. . 
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Know'ſt thou not how of th' F7ebrew?; Rayal ſtemme * 

( Thar old dry ſtock) a deſpair'd Branch is ſprung 

A moſt ſtrange Babe ' who here conceal'd by chem 

Ina negle&ed Stable lies, among " 

Beaſts and baſe Straw : already is the ſtream 

hy eurn'd ; th' ingrateful Rebels this their young 
"Maſter. ( with voice free as the Trump of Fame ) 
Their new King, and thy Succeſſor proclaim, 


E 2 $6. What 
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56. 


What buſie Motions, what wild Engines ſtand 

On tiptoe in their giddy Brains? th* have fire 
Already. in cheir-Boſomes ; and theit hand 

Already reaches ata ſword: they hire bs 

Poyſons to {peed thee ; yet through all the Land 

What one comes fo reveal what they conſpire ? 
Go now,make much oftheſe ; wage ſtill their wars, 
And bring home on thy Breſt more thanklefs ſcars. 
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Whydid I ſpend my Life, and ſpill my Bl 
That thy firm hand for ever might + oil 

A well-pois'd Scepter? does it now ſeem good 
Thy'Brothers blood be-ſpilt life ſpentin vain ? 
*G:inſt thy own Sons and Brothers thou haſt ſtood 
In Arms, ,when lefſer cauſe was to complain : 

And now croſs Fates a watch about thee keep, 
Can'ſt thoube careleſs now, how can'ſt thou Nleep ? 


_ 


58, 


Where art thou Man? what cowardly miſtake 
Ot thy great ſelf, hath ſtoln King Herod from thee ? 

O call thy ſeif home to thy ſelf, wake, wake, | 
And ferice the hanging ſwordHeay'nthrows upon thee: 
Redeem a worthy wrath, rouſe thee, and ſhake 

Thy (elf into a ſhape. that may hecome thee. 

Be Herod, and thou ſhalt not miſs from me | 
Immorrall ſtings to thy great Thoughts, and thee. 


59. 50 
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So hi her chk, ay REIT 

For a beſeeming et ty* 

( A ſpecial Worm it wasas ever kiſt 

The toimy Lips of Cerberus ) ſhe apply'd 

- - Ki the Snake no hiſt, 

ertue beard and away ſhe hy'd, 

rs, mire Flames diffuſe themſelves every vein, 
b. This done, home to her Hell ſhe hy'd amain, * 


60; 


TOY ne'r to ſleep ) new fears: 
His Sweat-bedewed Bed bad now betrai'd bim, 
Toa vaſt field of Thorns, ten thouſand Spears . 
All pointed in bis Heart ſeem'dto invade him : A 
So mighty were th' amazing CharaQters 
With which his feeling Dream had thus diſmai'd him, 
He his own fancy-framed Foes defies : 
p? In Rage, My Arms, give me my Arms, hecrys. 


61, 
As when a Pile of Food-preparing fire, 
| The Breath of artificial Luogs pk, 
| The n'd waters —_—_ conſpire, 
And beat the hot Braſs with rebellious wayes ? 
He murmures vary ar their bold deſire ; 
os Liquor, frets, and foams, and raves ; 


homo hd ſpp ppreſs the Flame, | 
Whens al bis hig _ "a hot courage came. 


62. So 
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' 


So boils the fired Herod”s blood-ſwoln Breſt, - , 
> Noxtobe ſlak'd þut by a Sea of Blood. 5 
 Hisfaithles Crownhbe feels Jooſe on his . aſh 
Which on falſe Tyrants Head ne'rfirmly ſtood, 
The Worm of jealoy ;Enyy ang unreſt, 

To which his gazw'd, heart is the growing Food 
Makes him jmpatient of the liogring Light, 
Hate the ſweet peace of all-compoling Night, 
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A Thouſand Prophecies that talk firange things, 

Had fown of oldtheſe doubts in his deep Breſt; 

And now of late came T ributary Kings, pt 

Bringing him nothing but new Fears from th'- Faf, 

More deep ſuſpicions, and more deadly ſtings. 

With which his Feav'rous Cares their cold increaſt = 
And now his dream ( hells firebrand) ſtill more bright, 
Shew'd him his fears, and kill'd him with the ſight, 
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No ſooner therefore ſhall the morning ſee 
(Night hangs yet heavy on the Lids of day ) 
But all his Counſellours muſt ſummon'd be, 
To meet their troubled Lord : without delay 
Heralds and Mefſengers immediately 
Are ſent about, who poaſting every way 
To th'Heads and Officers of every Band, 
Declare who ſends, and what is his Cammand. 
| 65. Why 
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Whya art Pl troubled x Hcdd: J whidyain fear 

Thy Bloo w-Ragy dog move?) 
Heav' ns King, who doffs rag oy any to wear. 
Comes not to rule in Wrath: bpve : 

Nor would he this chy fear; Rx tee T e354 


But give thee a better with bimſe above. 
Poor jexioni | why ſhould he wiſh to-prey.. -. 17 
Upon ti MAIL, *hogiyes h1 ROUT: H 
5: tu door 1: viz vent; 5 


2 1:11-66;" -ia\d1A br 7 
Make to thy reaſon Map ; ; 684 moek ty'Joubts,. © 


Look howbelow chyFe#s their ChuſeS'ite;, > 2 Foy 
Thou art # ſoldier "fend thy-Seows'- {2 M05 
ff See how he's furniſh'tfor ſo fear d aIWann! - mw) 24. 


What Arai6ut does hewetr >-# ſep. (NC wires 115 &. 
t I His Trumpets? tender erys: his ments tire tÞrA 
ghe, } So much? ay mar Latin Whac his Steeds ? alas 
f. Poor Beaſts! a pw Ole; and z(itnpte' Aſte, = 
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On 4 PrayerBook fem fo. Mrs. M, al 


O here + fiitls Volame; ihuen Book, 
Ro ' (Fearie'nor, foe, 
It s no 


Mach larger init Gf, i in its look. 


Irivinonerch Mendfl, Hanven ndall 
versRoyal Hoſts itic4 
Toprove Ee Swat 
Athouſnd Angelsin onsgoine can del. 


TN Ju 
us ray onts or ary pe, and from cho 
from a ſnowy, Fortrels 


f&> the parte / 
RT lef'y be meg: yr 


the A of Light, 
Cs = it 2A 


pure, 
That hold theſe Weapons and the Eyes 
Thoſe of Turtles, Chaſte, and True, 
Wakeful, and Wile. 
— 
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as hath tapk belies Flea, _ 
eo bo DL 


'T BatO', the Hearr | 
The es UN : 
2 þ 
And yet no ſleeper. | : 1 29T 


Dear Sout be Rrong, TeLo! A 
a me, 
e fyttof Bleffings, oh 

To make immortal 2s 

For worthy Souls whoſe rendicabs _ 
* bi _ up themſelyes for him, who isafone 

| The ſpouſe of Virgins, and COICYS Son; © © + 

g@nce 


Þ Batif the Noble 
Shall find the 


Mates of 
To take Tl «the go a Fs, 


To Writ 


of Sweet and Lies, - 
Ly nn __— 
Of Falſe perdiags* as ——þ 


" Doybtleſs ſome other Heart 


Will gerthe fart, | 
Ard 


ws "ke ho "fi 
: n | __ x "<p 2p 

Words which are not qo with __ 
{ Theſe tumultous ſhops of naſe} ..,/. ,..': *, 
whiſpers whoſe. {till voice, .'1. 


The Soul it ſelf more feels chen hears, 


Amorous Languiſhments, Luminous — 
coir which are nor Rep wh Eyes, * 
nd Soul pjercing Glances : 
FP Whoſe Pure and ing, flies. -.. 
Home to the Heart and __ Houſe on fice.; ” 
And melts it downin ſweet 
Yet doth not. 25 
To ask the Windows leave ,togab that way, 


DeliciousDeaths, ſofr Exbalations | -1 .., 
Of _ 1 Dept pd Da Divine. anmubilations; : 
Rites, - 
7 Joys, and rarfed Delights. 


Anubdred thouſand Loves and Graces, 
And many a miſtick thing, . 
Which he Divine embraces 

Ofthe dear ſpoule of Spirits with them willbrjag; 
.For which ir is no ſhame, 

That dull Mortaliry muſt not oO" Name, : .. 


Of all this hidden ſtore... + ,.." "Ia 
Of Bleſſings, and ten thouſang, niores Ps 
If when he come CY 

He find the Heart from home, . 
Doubtleſs he will unload 


- ” Yd i a - 
j TIC T7 


| Mi if ſome c 1C! ere, n ar” 

7] And pour abroad o | 
His precious Sweets, ” 

DO: heap Soul nom (rhe merry), AF. ar 


)fair! O fortunate! DUO dagytt 1 | 
8 © happyandthriceh 
DearSilver-breſted Dove « 17 
Who ere ſhe be, : aj ” UF WOY WOrt HY 
Whoſe early ove * | AUS GS 
With winged Vowres,” he: "054, 
es haſte to VA RY a >. 
and cloſe with his ignto OY MATY 
Happy Soul 'whG& 1 ies Sod al; 
To ___ that & pref our 
And every day,” = 
Seize her ſweet Prey! ay” 
Dropping with & RA he riſes; CHINA TY 
with 4 fhowr" ' — Joi? 
ry” dew Fices. ILSS 


ſ' 
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ecu hapy Soul old xi-logait 215 ebrd 
Heavenly Artmfuf, flie ſhall taſte © 
once ten "houſs Paradifes, - 
She ſhall have power, 
To Rifle and Deflower 
The rich and roſeal Spring of thoſe rare ſweets, 
bich with a ſwelling Boſome there ſhe meets, 
Boundleſs and infinite, bottomleſs Treaſures 
Of pure inebriating pleaſures, 
appy ſoul ſhe ſhall diſcover, 
What joy, what bliſs, 
How many Heavens atonce it is, 
0 have a God become her Lover 


() 
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On Ar, G. Heibert $ Book, entituled, TheY 
Temple of Sacred Poems, ſent 
iv 4 Gentlewoman, 


Kihr # you Fair, on what you look? 
Love liee in this Book 7 
ExpeRing Fire rom your Bu 


To: TT. 


Of your well _ er. 

Theſe white Plumes of S5Y lend y you, 

Which every day to Heaven will, ſend you - 

To take acquaintance of the Sphear, 

Andall the ſmooth-fac'd kindred there. 

And though Herberes Name do owe 
Theſe Devotions, faireſt , know 
That whiſe I lay them on the fhrine 

i Ofyour white Hand, RET. 


he 


* 
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1 Hymn tothe Name and Heneer of the Admia 
rable Saint TERESA, Fenndreſs of the 
Reformation of the Diſcaked Carmelites, both 
Men and Women ; a Woman for Angelica 
heighth of ſpeculation, for Maſculine courage 

ormance, more then «a Woman; whoyet 4 
Child, oxt ran Maturity, and durſt plot « Mar- 
1yr dom: 


Ove thou art abſolute, ſole Lord 
Of Life and Death— To prove the Word, 


ſeneed ro go to none of all 


oſe thy old ſoldiers, ſtout and tal 


; xeand full grown, that could reach down, 
ub ſtrong Arms their Triumphanc Crown : 


h as conld with Juſly breath, 

hou unto the face of Death 

* urLcec Bo rious Name, to none 
nyo ee ks 

tot whoſe glorious and great, 


Hell ſee bim take a private ſear, 


d make his Manon inthe milde 
d milky Soul of a ſoft Child. 


arce had ſhe learnt to ”"_ a name 

F Martyr, yet ſhe thinks it ſhame 
ſhould ſo long play with chat Breath, 

ich ſpent can buy ſo brave a Death, 


never undertook to kn@w, 


ac Death wich Love ſhould have to doe. 
Nor 


& ti; L SEED wt; 
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Nor hath ſhe e'r yet underſtood, _.. 
Why to ſhow Loye ſhe ſhould ſhed Blood; 
Yet though ſhe catinor tell you why, 

She can Love and ſhe can'Dye. 

Scarce hadſhe Blood enough, ro make 

A guilty Sword bluſh for ber ſake ; 
/ Yet has ſhe a heart dares bope to prove, . '  , 
How much leſs rong is Death then Loye. 


Be love butthere, let poor fix years, | 
Be poyd with the magureſt Fears | 
Man crembles at, we ſtraight ſhall find | 
Love knows no nonage, nor the Mind. 
"Tis Love,not Years, or Limbs, that can 
Make the Martyr or the Man. 
Love touche her Heart, and loe it beats 
High, and burns. with ſuch brave heats : 
Such thirſt ro die, as dare drink up 
A thouſand cold Deaths in one Cup : : 
Good reaſon, fot ſhe breaths all fire, by + 
Her weak Breſt heaves with ſtrong deſire, -_-. 
Of what ſhe may with fruicleſs wiſhes p 
Seek for, amongſt her Mothers Kiſles. 
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. Since *tis not to be had at home, . 
She'll cravel to a Martyrdome. 
No home for her confeſſes ſhe, 
But where ſhe may a Martyr be. 
She'll ro che Moors, and Trade with them, 
For this unvalued Diadem; : 
She offers them her deareſt Breath, 
With Chriſts name in't in change tor Death :; 
She'll bargain with them, and will give 
ThemGod, and teach them how to live 


In him, or if theythis denie, - 


$0 ſhall ſhe leave 


Farewel then all the World, adicu, 
Tereſa is no more for you : 


' BFarewel all pleaſures, ſports, and joyes; | | 


Never till now eſteemed toyes : 
Farewell, whatever dear may be, 
Mothers Arms, or Fathers Knee - 
Farewel Houſe, and Farewel Home 


She's for the Moors and Marryrdome,' 


Sweet not ſo faſt, Loe thy fair Spouſe, 
Whom thou ſeek*ſt with ſo ſwift vows 
Calls rhee þ ck, and bids thee come, 
T* embrace a milder Martyrdome. 


Bleſt pow'rs orbid, thy tender life 


" "Should bleed upon a barbarous knife. 
'YOr ſome baſe hand have power to raſe, 


Thy Breſts chaſte Cabinet ; and uncaſe 
Soul kept there ſo ſweet; Ono, 


Wiſe Heavgn will never have it fo : 


hou art JÞve's vitim, and muſtdye 
A death nvre myſtical and high : 
Into Loves hand thou ſhale ler fall, 
A ſtill furviving Funeral, 


Heis the Dart muſt make the death, 


Whoſe ſtroke wall taſte thy hallowed Breath ; 


A Dartthrice dipt inthar rich flame, 


Her Lords Blood, or atleaſt her own,' '' .- © * 


For him, ſhe'll reach them how todie! 


Which writes thy Spouſes radiant name : 


n whoſe choice point ſhall be ſpent, 
TV” fo lov'd, eto be 
Fit Executioners for thee. 
The faireſt, and the firſt-born. Loves of fire, 
Bleſt Seraphims ſhall leave their Quire, 
And turn Loves ſoldiers upon thee, 
To exerciſe their Archery. 


O how ofc ſhalt thou complain 

Of a ſweet and ſubtile pain? 

Of intollerable joyes? 

Of adeath in which who dies 

Loves his death, and dies again, 

And would far ever fobeſlain ! 

And lives and dies, and knows not why 
To live, but that be till may dye. 


How kindly will thy gentle Hearr, 

Kiſſe the ſweertly—killing Dart : 

And cloſe in his Embraces keep, 

Thoſe delicious wounds that weep 
Balfome, to heal themſelyes with thus ; 
When theſe thy Deaths ſo namerons, 
Shall all at once dye into one, 

And melt thy foals freer Manſion : 


YLike a ſoft Lump of Incenſe, haſted - | 
Re nn ek Sea 

tO $, a 
Shalt CES to Heaven atlaſt, k ings: 
In a diſſolving ſigh, and then is: 

O what ! ask not the Tongues of men; 


gels cannot tell, ſuffice, 
by ſelf ſhale feel thine own fall joyes, | 
ad hold chem faſt for ever there, 
ſo ſoon as thou ſhalt firſt apperr 

te Moon of Maiden Stars ; thy white 
liſtreſs attended by ſuch bright 
buls as thy ſhining (elf ſhall come, 
ad in her firſt make thee room, 
fl my her ſnowy Family, 
nmortal welcomes wait on thee. 
d whac delight when ſhe ſhall ſtand, 
\nd teach thy Lips Heaven, with ber hand, 
Mn which thou now may'ſt co thy wiſhes, 

p upthy conſecrated Kiſſes. 

ſhat joy ſhall ſeize thy Soul when ſhe 

| ng her Bleſſed Eyes on thee 

hoſe ſecond ſmiles of Heaven ſhall dart 

xr mild Rays, through thy melting beart ; 


Angels thy old friends there ſhall reet thee, 
Glad at their own home now ro meet thee, 


All thy good Works which went before 
And waited for thee at the TDoor 


Shall own thee there: and all in one 
Weave a Conſtellation 
Of Crowns, with which the King thy ſpouſg, 
Shall build up thy triumphant Brows. 
Liff E 


Al 


_ Andt 
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Alfhyold Woes ſhall now ſtnile 6nthee, © 
And thy pains ſet bright apon thee : 
All thy ſorrows here ſhall ſhine, 

dy ſubrings be Divine. 

Tears ſhallcake Comfort, and roar Gems, 
And wrongs rep#ntto Diidems, | 
Even thy deaths ſhall live, and.new 
Dreſs the ſoul, which late 7 he. 
_ wounds fhaff bloſh co ſuch brigbr ſcarrs, 
As 


eep account of the Lambs wars. 


Thoſe rare Works, whete thou ſhalt leave Writ; 
Loves Noble Hiſtory, with Wit 

Tanghrt thee by none but him, while here 

They feed our” fouls, ſhall cloath thine there. 
Exch Heavenly Word, by whoſe hid flame 

Our hard hearts ſhall ſtrike fire, the ſame 

Sh1ll Aouriſh on thy Brows, and be 

Both Fire to us, and Flame to thee : 

Whoſe Light ſhall live bright, in thy face 

By Glory, in our Hearts by Grace. 


Thou ſhalt look round about, and fee 

T houſands of crown'd Souls, throng to be 
Themſelves thy Crown, Sons of thy Nows : 
The Virgin Births with whichchy Spouſe 
Made fruitful thy fait ſoul ; Go now 

And with them all about thee, bow 

To bim, put on (he'l ſay) put on 

My Roſy Ldve, that thy rich Zone, 
Sparkling with the facted Flames, 

Of thoaſar,d ſouls whoſe happy names, 
Heaven keeps upon ay ſcore, thy bright 
life brought them ficſt to kifsrhe Light, * 


.  Stips tothe Temple. 

That kindledchem to ſtarrs, and fo © 

Thou with the Lamb thy Lord ſhall'r goe. 
\nd where ſo er he ſits, bis white 


eps walk with him thoſe ways of Light, 
hich who in death would live to ſee, 
iſt learn in life co dye like chee, 


67 


An Apology for the precedent Hymn, 4s ha- 
vine been writ when the Author 
. was yet a Proteſtast, 
Mt; 


Fo Hus have I back again to thy bright name, 
| | Fair ſea of Holy fires, transfus'd the Flame 
took from reading thee, 'cis to thy wron 
ow that in my weak and worthleſs ſong 
bou here art ſet to ſhine, where thy full day 
arce dawns, O pardon, ifI dare to ſay 
dine own dear Books are guilty, for from thence 
Learnt to know that Love is Eloquence : 
hat Heavenly Maxim gave me heart to try 
what to other Tongues is Tun'd ſo bigh 
iy praiſe might not ſpeak Eg;6 too, forbid 
By all thy Myſteries chat there lye hid ; ) 
drbid it Mighty Love, let no fond hate 
Names and Wordsfo far prejudicate ; 


uls are not F 4; 't00, one friendly Flood 
f Baptiſme, Hends them all into one Blood. 


riſts Faith makes but one body of all fouls, 
god loves that Bodies Son! ; no Law controuls 

i free Trafick, for Heaven we may maintain 
Face fure with Piery, though it dwell in Spain. 

ac Soul ſoever in any Language can 


x 


xak Heay'n like bers, is my Sous evurey-thad, 
. F 2 ; 
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O 'Tis not Spaniſh, bue tis Heaven ſhe ſpeaks, 
*Tis Heaven chat lies in Ambuſhthere, and breaks 
From thence into the wondring Readers Breſt, 
Who finds his warm heart hatch into a neſt 

Of lictle Eagles and young Loves, whoſe high 
Flighcs ſcorn the Lazie Duſt, and things that dye. 
There are enow whoſe Draughts as deep as Hell 
Drink up all Spain in Sack, let my Soul ſwell 
With chee ſtrong Wine of Love, let others ſwim 
In puddles, we will pledge this Seraphim 

Bowls full of richer Blood then bluſh of Grape 
Waseyer guilty of, change we our ſhape, | 
My ſoul, ſome drink- from Men to Beaſts ; Othen, 
Drink we till we prove more, not leſs then Men: 
And turn not Beaſts, but Angels. Let the King, 
Me ever into theſe his Cellars bring; | 
Where flows ſuch Wine as we can have of none 
But him who trode the Wine-preſs all alone : 
Wine of Youths life, and the ſweet deaths of Love, 
Wine of immortal mixture, which can prove 

Irs Tinure from the Roſe NeQ1r, Wine 

That can exalt weak Earth, and fo refine 

Our Duſt, that in one Draught, Mortality 

May drink it ſelf up, and forget to dye. 


| u——— 


on 4 Treatiſe of Charity, 


=_—_— then, immortal Maid | Rel:gionriſe ! 
Put on thy ſelf in thine own looks : & our Eyes 
Be what thy Beauties, not our blots, have made thee, 
Such as ( e'r our dark fins to Duſt betray'd thee ) 

Heay'n ſet thee down new dreſt; when thy bright Bi 


Shot thee like Lightning to th' aſtonifht Earth. C 
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From:th' dawn of thy fair Eye-lids wipe away 
Dull Miſts and melancholly Cloads : take day 
And thine own Beams about thee : bring che beſt 
Of whatſoe'r perfum'd thy Fafters Neſt. 

Girt all thy Glories to thee : then fit down, 
p__ Book, fair Queen, and take thy Crown, 
Theſe learned Leaves ſhall vindicate to thee . 
Thy Holieſt, Humbleſt, Handmaid, Charity ; 
BShe't dreſs thee like chy ſelf, ſet thee on high 
TE Where thou ſhalt reach all hearts, command each Eye. 
Lo where I fee thy offrings wake, and riſe 
From the pale Duſt of that ſtrange Sacrifice 
which they themſelyes were ; each one putting on 
A Majeſty that may beſeem thy Throne. | 
TYThe Holy Youth of Heav'n whoſe *Golden Rings 
Girt round thy awful Altars with bright wings 
BFanni q thy fair Locks ( which the World believes 
much as ſees ) ſhall with theſe ſacred Leaves 
rick their tall Plumes, and in that garb ſhall go 
{not more glorious, more conſpicuous ths. . 
| Be it enacted then 
By the fair Laws of thy firm-pointed Pen, 
dds ſervices no longer ſhall put on : 
ſluttifneſs, for pure Religion ; 
o longer ſhll onr Churches frighted ſtones 
ie ſcatter'd like the Burnt aud Martyr'd bones 
Dfdead Devotion, nor faint Marbles weep 
atheir fad Ruines ; nor Religion keep 
melancholly Manſion in thoſe cold 
Wrns; Like Gods SanRuaries they lookr of old ; 
"Pow ſem they Temples conſecrate to none, 
Ir to a nel. God Deſolation. 
Imorethe Hypocrite ſhall th' »pright be 
cauſe he's ſtiff, . and will confeſs no Knee ; 
' F 3 While 
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While others bend their Knee, no wore ſhaſrthog? 
( Diſdainful Duſt 2nd Aſhes ) bent thy Brow ; ' 
Nor on Gods Altar caſt two ſcorebing. Eyes 

Bak'c in hot ſcorn, for 4 burnt Sacrifice : 

But ( fora Lamb) thy tameand tender Heart 
New ftruck by. Love, til} erembling on his Darr ; 
Or (for two Twrile Doves ) it ſhall ſuffice 

To bring a pairof meck and humble Xyes - 

This ſhall from henceforth be che Maſculine Theme 
Pulpits and Pens ſhall ſweat in , roredeem 
Verrue to ARtion, that Life-feeding flame 

That keeps Religion warm - not ſwell « ame 
Of faith, a Afowntain word, made up of Air, 
With thoſe dear ſpoils that wont to dreſs the Fair 
And fruitful Chafities fall Breaſts (of old ) 
Turning her out to tremble in the cold. 

W hat can the Poor hope from us > when we be 
Urcharitable ev'nto Charity, '- © 38177 


Ki. 


ms 
_ ——— 


On the Gloriow Aſſumption of the ' 
 _ Bliſed Vive. © | ba 


Ark ſhe is call'd, the parting hour is come, 

rake thy farwel poor world heaven mult ga hd 
A piece of Heavenly Lightpurerand brighter (i A" 
Then'the chaſt ſtays whoſe choice Lamps come to lig 
While through the Chriſtal Orbs-clearer then they: J © 
She cligcabs and makes a far more Milky way,  -/* 
She's call'$ag1in, bark bow &&' immortal Dove | Ou 
$ighs to his Silver Mate ; riſe up my. Love, 
R:ſe up my fair, my ſpotleſs one, - ' 

The Wincer's paſt, the Rain is gone 3 


HOP IÞSEEE>SDROOTTSED 


- © No Sweers,fince thou art wanting 


Þ The Springis come, the Rowers appear, 


Come away my Love, 

Come away mp Deve, 
caſt off detay: 
The Court of Heav'nis come, 
To wait upon thee home -;-- - 
- Come away,come away, 


La Gh+ 4 


Heaven will not, and ſhe gznnot ſtay, 


- | Goe then, poe- ( Gloriqjs ) on the Golden wings 
RY Of the HL roeer db char ſings 
Under ſo ſwget a burdep :. £9, | 
{Since thy great Son will have ic ſo: | 

} And while thou go'ſt ,. our ſoog and we, 


© Will as we may reach after thee. 


B Hail Holy Queen of hymble Hearrs, m 
Ve inthy praiſe heb wonghs parts; 


| And though thy deareſilooks muſt now be light 


.J Tonone bur che bleſk Heavens, whoſe bright 
© Beholders loſt in ſweet dclighr | 


i Feed forevertheir fair ſighe 


With thoſe Divineſt Eyes, which we 
(od And our dark World no: wore ſhall ſee, 
io} Though our poor joys are parced fo, 
"Þ Yer ſhall our Lips never let go 


YI Thy Gracious Name, buc to the laſt, - 


| Our loving Song ſhall bold ir faſt, 


Thy ſacred Name (hall be 
Thy {lf co us, : nd we 
$ 
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_ _ VidhHolycaes "will keep it dy us, 
We w the laſt 
Will-bold irfaſt, 

And no Afſumpciyn ſhall deny ws. 
All the ſweeteſt Showers, | 
Of our faireſt Flowers : 

Will we ſtrow uponiit-; 

Though our ſiveetneſs cannot make 
It ſweeter, they may cake 
(Themſclyes new ſweetneſs from is, 


Aaria, Menand Angels ſing, 

Maria Mother of our King. 

Liverareſt Pritceſs, and 4 the bright 
Crown of a-moſt LLEITTY 
Embrace thy radiant Brows, O may the beſt 
Of everlalting joys bath th white Breſt. 
Live our chaſte Love, the Holy Mirth 

Of Heaven, and Humble Pride of Earth ; 
Live Crown of Women, Queen of Men ; 
Live Miſtreſs of our Song, a ' when 
Our weak deſires have done their beſt, 
Sweet _ come, and fingthe reſt, 


pI 


i 


An Hymn on the Circomcifs of 
' Our Lord, ba 
Iſe thou beſt and bright morning, 
R Rvſie wich a doubleRed ; 
With chine own Bluſh, th Checks adorning, 
Andthedear Drops lis day were ſhed, 


Y Thecrimſon Curtiits of thy Bed! E 
Guild thee not with ſo ſweet 


Norſets thee inſo rich a Red." En: 
Of all the fair Cheekt- Flowers that fill thee} = 
None fo fair thy Bofom ſtrows , TS 
As this modeſt Maiden Lilly 
Our Sins have ſham'd into a Roſe, 
Bid the Golden. ar J * _— as 
Burniſhe in Goda | ABs4 * 
Por al kar Ret pe Rab ber camp. ot 
Theſe Rubies ſhall put out his eyes. 
pn an__—_ the Purple e Ef, 
Rob the rich Store her ap i 
The pure birth of each noch TT 


That flaming intheir fair flexp. 


Let him embrace his own bripht Tlſes 
With a new morping made of Gems; 

And wear in chem trig wealthy dreffes,” 
Another day of Diadems. ©” 


When he hath done alt he may, * 
To make himſelf 'Rich in-his riſe, 
All will be darkneſs, to the day 
That breaks from one of theſe fair eyes, 


And ſogn the ſweet Truth ſhall appear, 
Dear Bdbe e'r many days be done : 

The Mobn ſhall come to meet thee here) © 

'$ +. «eo Rn. : —- 


Stake 3 t8 P , evepls, q 
Thy Nabi Bney llerare 


Kis Perſian ſhall leaye him, ...._.. 2, 
And in Longel lly | tne BAD 


Nor while him loſe the 
Butin Dy ire color Mo hs 


= —_ 


S, 


On He 


odd (Conte eg " 


JE 
FI ul a Toth equally fevnou, 


And both the of Fate*s dilerama ound, 
Vain ſhadogy,! that doth Ln yea Tote 


Both art full 
Borhat ll gp ad geil 


; of Is hs 
Tf things then from t We. 
*Fis Hope is the pſt hopeden thing of a. 


C 


+ 1 Craham., of 
Dear Hope ! Earth's Dowry, .qnd Heayen' OD. | 
The Entity of thihgs that are n 
_ a. 177 LET Fd Wham. 


vai 


Fair doadof F Fire both Shade and Light, 
Our Life in Death, .onr Day in Night, 
Fates cannot find out a capacity 
Of hurting thee. - 
From thee thewrhinn Dilemma with blunt Horn 
5th 4 comatnnr aa Re wRctonte mane. ! 


”_ 00 <p. 


Hope, then bold after of 
| Who, inſtead of doing '{o,' lars it quite. 
Thou bring'& os ah 7 107 
| By clogging it with Legacies 
The joys which we intire eee oct me 
Come deflour'd Virgics ts our Bed : 
Good Forrunes without Gain imported be, 
So mighty Cuſtame's paid to thee. 
For Joy, like Wine keptcloſe, doth better taſte : * 
F nuke quan ſpirics waſte, 


Crafbaw. 


Thou art Loves Legacy under Lock 
Of Faith : the Steward of aur growing ſtack. 
Our Crowr-Lands lie above, yet each Meal a 
A ſeemly Porrion for the Sons of Ki 

Nor will the Virgit- joys we we 

Come leſs unbroken to.our Ped, 

Becauſe that from the Bridal Cheek of Bliſs, 

T hou thus RieaFt down a diſtant Kiſs; 

Hopes chaſte Kiſs wrongs no more joys Maidenhead, 
Then you Ri:es peejudge the Marriage-bed. 


Cowley. 
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Cowley. 
Hope, Fortunes cheating Lottery, 
Where tor one Prize an hundred Blanks there be. 
Fond Archer Hope, who tak'ſt thine aim ſo farre, 
T har till, or ſhort or wide, thine Arrows are, 
Thine empty Cloud the Eye it ſelf deceives 
With ſhapes that our own Fancy gives : | 
A Cloud, which Gilt and” Painted now appears, 
But mult drop preſentlyin Tears. 
When thy falfe Beams o'r Reaſons light prevail, 
By ignes fatui not North Stars we ſail, 


Crafoaw, 


Fair Hope | our earliet Heaven by thee 
Young Time is taſter to-Eternity. 9A 
The generous Wine with Age grows —_—_— ſower, 
Ner need we kill thy Fruit 'to ſmell thy Flower, 

Thy Golden Head never liangs down, 
_ Tillin we Ha of = full noon 

It falls an :: ot. no, itmelts away : 

As doth rus intothe day : CH L 

As lamps 'of Sugar loſe themſelves, and twine: 
Their ſubcle Efſence with the ſoul of Wine. - 


Cowley. 


Brother of Fear! more giily clad, 
The merrier fool o'ch* ewo, yet quite as:mad, 
Sire of Repentance | Shield. of fond defire, - - 
That blows the Chymicks, and the Lovers fire, 
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Sill leading them inſenſibly on, 
With the ſtrange Witchcraft of Anon: 
Bythee the one doth changing Nature through 
er endleſs Labyrinths purſue, 
And th* other chaſes woman, while ſhe goes 
More ways, and turns, then hunted Nature knows. 


CraſoaWv. 


Fortuve alas above the Worlds Law wars - 
Hope kicks the curl'd Heads of conſpiring Stars. 
Her Keel cuts not the Waves, where our winds tirre; 
And Fate's whole Lottery is one blank to her, 
Her ſhafcs and ſhe fly farre above, 
And forroge inthe Fields of Light, and Loye, 
Sweet Hope ! kind Cheat | fair Fallacy ! by thee 
We are not where, or what we be, 
But what, and where we would : thus art thou 
Ourabſent preſence, and our future now. 


Craſhaw: 


Faith's Siſter ! Nurſe of fair defire ! 
Fears Antidote! a wiſe, and well ſtay'd fire 
Temper'd 'twixt cold deſpair and torrid joy : 
| Queen Regent in young Loves Minority. 
Though the vext Chymick vainly chaſes 
His fugitve Gold chrough all her faces, 
And loves more fierce, more fruitleſs fires aſſay 
| One Face more fugitive then all they, 

True Hepe's a glorious Huntreſs, and her chaſe 
The God of Nature in the Field of Grace. 


THE 


THE 


DELIGHTS 


OF THE 


MUSES. 


OR, 


*_ Poems written on ſeveral 
occaſions. 


By Ricuard Cras navy; 


— 


Mart, Dic mihi quid melins defidroſns agas. 


G—_— 


Muſick's Duel. 


Ow F:/tward Sol had ſpedt the richeſt Beams 
Noons high Glory, when hard by the ſtream$ 

df Tiber, on the Scene of a green Plar, . 

nder proteRion of an Oak, there fate 

ſweet Lutes-Maſter ; in whoſe gentle Airs 

loſt the Days heat; and bis own hot cares, | 

Cloſe inche covert of the Leaves there food 

Nightingale come from the Neighbouring Wood : 

The ſweet Inhabirant of each glad T ree, 

heir Muſe, cheir Syren, harmleſs Syres the ) 

here ſtood ſhe liſting and did entertain 

The Muſick's ſoft report ; and mold the ſame 

ther own Murmures; that what ever mood. 

is curious fingers lent, you voice made good : 


| 


B2 The Delights of the Muſes. 
The man perceiv'd his Riyal, and her Art, 
Diſpos'd to give the Light-foot Lady ſport 
Awakes his Lute, and 'gainſt the Fight to come 
Informs ir, in a fweet Preludinum 
Of cloſer {trains, and e*r the War begin, 
He lightly skirmiſhes on every ſtring 
Charg'd wich a flying touch ; and (ireight way ſhe 
Carves out her dainty yoice as readily, 
Into a thouſand ſweet diſtinguſh'd | ones, 
And reckors up in ſoft diviſions : 
Quick Volumes of wild Notes'; to ler him know 
By #hac ſhrill Taſte, ſhe could 40 ſomething too. 
Hisnimble hands inſtiaft thenraughe each ſtring 
cap'ringchezrfulneſs; and made them ſing 
0 ther own dance; now negligently raſh 
He throws bis Arm and wirh a long drawn daſh 
Blends all together, then diſtinRty crips 
From this to that, then quick returning skips 
And ſnatches this again, and paules there. 
She meaſures every Meaſure, every where 
Meets Artwith Art, ſometimes as if in doubr 
Not perfe& yer, and fearing to be our, '- 
Trails her plain Ditty'im one long ſpun Nore, 
Through the'fleck paſſigeof her open Throat : 
A clear unwrinkled fong, rhen'doth ſhe point it 
With cender Accents, and fevetely joyntit - 
By ſhort dimunitives, that being rear'd 
In.controvertings warbles evenly ſhar'd, 
With her ſweet felf ſhe wrangles ; he amaz'd 
That from ſo ſmall a Chann*1 ſhou'd be rais'd 
The Torrent of a voice, whoſe melody 
Could melt into fach ſweer variety, 
Strains higher yet, that tickled with rare Art 
The [ailing ftrinns ( each breaching in his pare) 4 
- M 
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oft kindly do fall out, the grumbling Baſe 
nſurly Groans difdainsthe Trebles Grace ; 
The bigh-perch'c Treble chirps at this, and chides; 
Intil his Finger ( Moderatour ) hides 
nd cloſes the tweet quarrel, rouſing all | 
oarſe, ſhrill at once, as when the Trumpets call 
"7t Marys to th* Hatyeſt of Deaths Field, and woo 
ens hearcs into their hands ; this Leſſon roo 
e gives him back, ber ſapple Breſt thrills out 
harp Airs, and Rtaggers ina warbling doubt 
df dallying ſweernels; hovers o'r ber skill, 
{ folds in wav'd Notes wich a trembling Bill, 
he plyant Series ofher ſlippery Song, 
hen ſtarts ſhe ſuddenly into a Thron | 
Ff ſhort chick ſobs, whoſe thundring Volleys float, 
d roul chemſelves over her Lubrick Throac 
npanting Murmurs; ſtill'd our of her Breaſt 
hat ever-bubling Spring, the ſupred Neſt 
If her delicious ſoul, that there does lye 
athing in ſtreams of liquid Melodie ; 
uſicks belt Seed-plor; when in ripen'd Airs 
Golden-headed Harveſt fairly rears 
is Honey-dropping tops, plow'd by her Breath 
hich there reciprocolly laboureth. 
n that ſweet ſoylit ſeems»a Holy Wire 
dunded to th* Name of great Apollo's Lyre ; 
' boſe Silver-roof rings with the ſprightly Notes 
Yſweer-Lip'd Angel-Imps, that ſwill their Throats 
nCreamof morning Helicon, and then 
eferr ſoft Anthems to the Ears of Men; 
0 woo them from their Beds, ſtill murmuring 
hat Men can ſleep while they their Martens (ing 5 
Moſt Divine Service ) whoſe ſo early lay 
ents the Bye-lids of the bluſhins day: 
GS 2 I het 


* 


84” The Delights of the Muſes. 
There might you hear her kindle her ſoft voice, 
- In the clole murmur of a ſparkling noiſe ; 
And lay the ground-work of ber hopetul ſong, 
Still keeping in the forward Stream, ſo long 
Till a ſweet whirlwind ( m—__ to get our ) 
Heaves her ſoft Boſome, wanders round about, 
And mikes a pretty Earchquake in-ber Breſt, 
Till che fledg'd Noxes at lengch forfake their Neſt , 
Flutcering in wanton, ſhoals , qnd tothe Sky 
Wing'd with their own wild Eccbo's pratling fly. 
She opes the Floodgare, and lets looks a Tide 
Of ſtreatning Sweetneſs which in'State doth ride 
On the way'd back of every ſwelling ſtrain, 
Riſing and falling in a pompous Train ; 
And while ſhe thus diſchargesa ſhrill Peal 
Of fiſhing Airs , ſhe qualifies their Zeal 
With the cool Epode of a graver Noart 
Thus high, chus low, 2s it her Silver Throat 
Would reach the Brazen voice of Wars hoarſe Bird, 
Her lictle ſoul is raviſht : and fo pour'd 
Into looſe excaſics, thatſhe is plac't 
Above her ſelf, Mulicks Exthaſraſt. 
Shame now and Anger mixta double ſtain 
In the Muſicians face; yer once agiin 
( Miſtreſs ) I come; now reach a ſtrain my Lute 
Above her mock, or be forever mute, 
Or Tunea Song of victory to me, 
Or 0 thy (elf {ing thine own Obſequie ; 
So ſaid, his hands ſprightly as Fire he flings, 
And w.th a quivering coynels taſts the {trings ; 
The ſweet-Lip'd Siſters Mufically frighted, 
Singing their terrs, are fearfully deliglyed : 
Trembling as when Apollo's Golden Hairs 
Are tan'd and friziad in the wanton Airs 
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\YOf his own Breath, which marriedto his lyre (higher; 
YDoth Tune the Sphears and make Heavens ſelf look 
from this to thar, from that to this he flies, 
Feels Muſicks pulſe in all her Arteries, 
ught in a Net whieh there Apollo ſprerds, 
His Fingers ſtruggle with ch2 vacal breads, 
Folowing thoſe liecle Rills, he (inks-inco 
Sea of Hel:com ; his Hand does go 
hoſe pirts of ſweetneſs which wk Netard op, 
Softer then chat which pancs in Hebe's Cup : 
he bumourous'{trings expound his Leirned touch 
by various Gloſles ; now they ſeem to prutch, 
ndmurmare in a buzzing dinne, then gingle 
n ſhrill-congu'd Accents, ſtriving to be ſingle; 
very ſmooth curn, every delicious [troke 
ves life. to ſome new Grace, thus doth h* invoke 
reetneſs by all her Names, chvs, bravely thus 
Franght with a Fury ſo harmonious ) 
|. 'Whe Lures light Genizs now does proudly riſe, 
av'd on the ſurges of ſwoln Rapſodies, 
Whoſe Rlonriſh ( Meteor-l;ke ) doth curle the Air 
Vich flaſh of high-born Fancies here and there 
Nancing in lofty meaſures; and anon 
ps onthe ſoft rouch of a render tone, 
Vhoſe trembling Murmurs melting in wilde Airs 
uns to and fro, complaining his ſweer Cares; ' 
cauſe thoſe precious myſteries that dwell 
' MW Muſfick's raviſh'c foul hedare not te!l, 
"Ft whisper to the World : thus do they vary, 
*c ſtring his Note, as if they meant to c1ry 
heir Maſters bleſt ſoul, ( ſnarchr our at his Ears 
 aſtrong Extaſy) through all che $p*ears 
Muficks Heaven ; and ſeatit there on high 
Ich" E mpyreum of Pure Harmony. 
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Atlengeh {ber ſo.long, ſo loud a ſirife | 
Of all che rings, ſill breathing tbe beſt life 
O! bleſt variety atrending on 
His Fingers faireſt Revolution, 

In many a ſweet Riſe, many as ſweet a fall 
A full-mouth'd Diapaſon ſwallows all. 

This done. he liſts what ſhe would fay to this, 
And ſhe, although her Breath's late exerciſe 
Had dealt too roughly with her tender Throat, 
Yer ſummons all her ſweet powers for a Note; - 

. Alas! inviin! for while ( ſweet ſoul ) ſhe tries 
To me1ſure il! thoſe wild diverlſities, 

Of chatr'ring ſtrings, by the ſmall ſize of one 

\ Poor ſimple voice, rais'din a Natural Tone; 

She fails, and failing grieves, and grieving dies ; 

She dies, and leaves her life the ViRor's prize, 

Falling upon his I wie; O fit to have 

© That liy'd fo ſweetly ) dead, ſo ſweet a Grave 


” O— — — - OO _— 


Hpon the Death of a Gentleman. 


F TAithleſsand fond Mortality, 
Who :v1ll ever credit thee? j— 

Fond and faithleſs ching ! that thus, 
In our beſt hopes beguilelt us. 

W har a reckoning halt thou made, 
Of che hopes in him we laid? 

Far Life hy Volumes lengthened, 
A Line or two, to ſpeak him dead, 
For the Laurel in his verſe, 
The ſullen Cyprefſle q'r his Herſe, 


LN DAI COS 
he Delights off the Muſes. 

for a filver-crowned Head, 

NA durty Pillow in Death's Bed, 

for ſo dear, fo deepa Truſt, 

$d requical, thus much Duſt ! 

Now though the blow chac ſnatche him hence, 

Sropt the Mouth of Eloquence, 

Though the be dumb e'r ſince his Death, 

Not us'd to ſpeak butin bis Breath , 

Yetif ar leaſt ſhe nor denies, 

The ſad Language of our Eyes, 

Weare contented : for then this 

Languige none more fluent is. 

Nothing ſpeaks our Grief ſo well 

As to ſpeak nothing : Come then te'l 

Thy mind in Tevrs who er thou be, 

That ow'ſt a Name to Miſery : 

yes are Vocal, Tears have Tonguee, 

And there be words not made with Lungs , 

Sententious ſhowers, O ler them fall, 
heir cadence is Rhetorical. 

Here's a Theme will drink th* expence 

Of all chy watry Eloquence ; 

eepthen, onely be expreſt 

hus much, He's Dead, and Weep the ret, 


an — 
La —_ 


Hpon the Death of Mr, Herrys, 


A Plant of Noble ſtemme, forward and fair, 
As ever whisper'd co the Morning 4ir, 
riv'd intheſe happy Grounds, the Earths juſt pride, 
hoſe riling Glories made ſuch halte to hide 
G 4 Hig 


88 The Delights of 'the Miſes! © 
His Head in Clouds, 2s if in him alone 

- Impatient Nature had caught Motion 
To ſtarc from Time, ahd chearfully to fly 

Before; and ſeize upon Maturity : 
Thus grew this gracious Plant, in whoſe ſweet ſhade, 
The Sun himſelt oft wiſht to fit, and made | 
The morning Muſes perch like Birds, and ſing 
Among his Branches , yea, and vow'd to bring 
His own delicious Phoenix from the Bleſt 
Arabia, there to build her Virgin Neſt 
To hatch her ſelf in, 'mongſt his Leaves : the Day | 
Freſh from the Roſie Eaſt rejoyc't to play. 
To them ſhe gave the firſt and faireſt Beam 
That waited on her Birth, ſhe gave to them 
T he pureſt Pearls, that wept her Evening Death, 
T he balmy Zephirns got ſo ſweet a Breath | 
By often kifling them, and now begun 
Glad cime go ripen expeRation : 
The timerous Maiden-Bloſſomes on each Bough, 
Peept forth from their firſt bluſhes : ſo that now 
A Thouſand ruddy hopes ſmil'd'in each Bud,” 
And flatter'd every greedy Eye that ſtood 
Fixt in Delight, as if already there 
"Thoſe rare Pruits dangled, -whence the Golden yeat 
His Crown expeted, when (O Fate, O Time 
T hat ſeldom letr'it a bluſhing youthful Prime 
Hide his hot Beams in ſhade of filyer Age , 
So rare is hoary vergue ) the dire Rage 
- a mad ſtorm theſe bloomy joyes all tore, 

aviſht the Maiden Blofſomes, and down bore 


The Trunk; yer in this Ground his precious Root 
Still lives,which when wezk 7 ime ſhall be pour'd out 
Into Fretnity, and circular joys | 
Dance inagi endleſs round, again ſhall riſe 
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- YThe fair Son of an eyer-youthful Spring, 

To be a ſhade for Angels while they ing. | 

Mean while, who e'r thou art that paſſeſt here, 

Odo thou water it with one kind Tear. 


— — — — 


lpen the Death of the moſt deſired Mr, Hertyy, 


Eath, what doſt> O hold thy blow, 
TDwta thau doſt thou Yolt not know. 
"'E Death thou muſt not here be cruel, 
This is Natures choiceſt Jewel. * 
This is he in whoſe rare frame, 
Nature labour'd for a Name; 
Band meant to:leave his, precious Feature, 
JF The pattern ofa perfeRt Creature, 
Joy of Goodneſs; Love of Arr, 
Vertue wears him next her Heart ; 
Him the Muſes love to follow, 
Kim they call their. Vice- Apollo 
Apollo Golden though thou be, 
Tt! artnot fairer then is he. 
Nor more lovely lift'ſt thy head, 
ex} Bluſhing from chine Eaſtern Bed, 
The Glories of thy Youth ne'r knew 
Brighter hopes then he can ſhew; 
Why then ſhould it e'r be ſeen, 
That bis ſhould Fade while thine is Green ? 
| And wilt Thou, ( Ocruelboalt!) 
Put poor Nature to ſuch coſt > 
ot F O 'ewill undoe our common Mother, 
ut Þ To be at charge of ſuch another : 
| What? think we tono other end, 
Gracious Heavens do ufe to ſend 
_ Earth 


— —_— 
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| Earth her beſt perfeRtion, 

But to vaniſh. and be gone ? 

Therefore only give to day, 

To morrow tobe ſnatcht away ? 

I've ſeen indeed che hopeful Bud, 

Of aruddy Roſe that Rood 

Bluſhing ro behold the Ray 

Ofthe new ſiluted Day, 

(His tender Top not fully ſpread ) 
The ſweet daſh of a ſhowtr now fhed, 
Invited him no more to hide 

Within himſelf the Purple pride 

Of his forward Flower, when lo, 

While he ſweetly *gan to ſhow 

His ſwelling Glories, A»fer ſpide him, 
Cruel Aſter thither hy d bim 

And with the ruſh of one rude blaſt, 
Sham'd not ſpiteſully to waſt 

All his Leaves, ſo freſh, ſo ſweet, 

And lay them trembling at his feet, 
I've ſeen the Mornings lovely Ray, 
Hover o'r the new-born Day, 

Witch Roſie wings ſo richly Bright, 

As if he ſcorn'd to think of Night, 
When aruddy ſtorm whoſe {; ' 
Made Heavens radiant face look foul , 

Call'd for an untimely Night, 

To blot the newly bloſſom'd Light. 

Bnt were the Roſes bluſh ſv rare, 

Were the Mornings ſmile ſo fair 

As is he, nor Cloud nor Wind 
But' would be courceous, would be kind. 

Spare him, Death, O ſpare him then, 

Spare the ſweeteſt among men : 
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Let not pitty with her Tears, | 
Keep ſuch diſtance from thine Ears, 
Bur O thou wilt not, canſt not ſpare, 
Haſte hath never time to bear ; 
]herefore if he needs muſt po, 

And the Fates will have it ſo, 

Softly may he be poſſeſt, 

Of his monumental Reſt, 

Safe, thou dark home of the dead, 

| Sife O hide his loved head. 

For Pitties ſake O hide him quite, 
From his Mother Natures (ighe : | 
Leſt, for the Grief his loſs may move, 
All her Births Abortive prove. 


—_ 


Another, 


I ever Pitty were acquainted 

With ſterne Death, it ere he fainted, 
Or forgot the cruell vigor, 

Of an Adamantine rigour, 

Here, o here we ſhould have known it, 
Here or no where he'd have ſhownic, 
For he whoſe pretious memory, 

Bathes intears of every eye : 

Heto whom our ſorrow brings 

All the ſtreams of all her ſprings, 

; Was fo rich in Grace and Nature, 

In all the gifts that bleſs a Creature, 
The freſh hopes of his lovely Youth 
Flouriſht in ſo fair a grouth. 

$0 ſweetthe Temple was, that ſhrin'd 
The Sacred ſweetneſs of his mind. 


That 


That could the Fates know to relent ; O! 
Could they know what Mercy meant? 11 
Or had ever learnt to bear, In 
The ſoft TinRure of a Tear ? He 
Tears would now have flew'd ſo deep, 
As might have taught Grief how to weep : Ar 
Now all their ſteely Operation, | In 
Would quite have loſt the crael faſhion : Al 
Sickneſs would have gladly been, Fad 
Sick himſelf to have ſav'd him + In 
And his Feaver wiſhr to prove W 
Burning onely in his Love; A 
Him when wrath it ſelf had ſeen, 
Wrath its ſelf had loſt his ſpleen, - 
Grim deſtruction here amaz'd, 
In ſtead of ſtriking would -have gaz'd; 
Even the Iron-pointed Pan, 
That notes the Tragick Dooms of men [Þ 
Wet with Tears ftill'd from the Eyes, Ta; 
Of the flinty Deſtinies, «*. Fbet 
Would have learnt a ſofter ſtyle, Th 
And have been afſham'd to yu” ke 
His Lives ſweet ſtory, by the haſt, Th 
Of a cruel ſtop ll plac't. Let 
In the dark Volume of our Fate, Th: 
Whence each Leaf of Life hath Date, De 
Where in fad particulars, An 
The total ſum of Man appears; Ima 
And the ſhort clauſe of Mortal Breath, In 
Bound inthe period of Death ; Thu 
- Inallthe Book if any where Hin 
Snch a | erm asthis, /pare here, May 
Could have been found, *twould have been read, - Th: 


Writ in white Letters o'r his head ; | (S 
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Or cloſe unto his name annext, 

1he fair gloſs of a fairer Texr. 

In brief, if any one were free, 

He was that one, and onely he. 
Bur he alas ! even he is dead 

And our hopes fair Harveſt ſpread 

Inthe Duſt, Pity now ſpend 

All the Tears that Grief can lend: 

$ad Mortality may hide, 

In his Aſhesall her pride, 

With this Inſcription o'r his head, 

All hope of never dying berelies dead. 


b ——— 


His Epitaph, 


Paſense who e'r thou' art, 

Stay a while and let thy-Heart 

Take acquaintance of this ſtone, 

Before thon paſſeſt further on 

This ſtone willtell thee that. beneath, - , . 
kentomb'd the Crime of /Neath ; 

The ripe endowments of whoſe mind, 

Left his years ſo much behind, 

That numbring of his Vertues Praiſe, 

Death loſt the reckoning of his Days ; 
And believing what they told, 
Imagin'd bimexceeding old ; 6 : 
In him perfeRtion did ſet forth, 
The !rength of her United worth ; 
Him his wiſdomes pregnant growth 
Made foR even-in Youth, 
That in the Center of his Breſt 

( Sweet as is the Phanix Net ) «8 
4 : Every 


i 
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Every reconciled Grace” 

Had their general meeci ce, 

In him goodneſs joy'd ws, 

Learning learn Humility ; 4 

The ſplendor of his Birth and Blood, 

Was but the Gloſs of his own Good, 

The flouriſh of his ſober Youch ; - 

Was the pride of Naked Truth 

In compoſure of his Face F 

Liv'da fair, but Manly Grace, "7 

His Mouth was Rhetorick's beſt Mold, I 

His Tongue the Touchſtone- of her Gold ; By 

What Word foe'r bis Breath kept warm, Pe 

Was no Word now but a Charm : Pe 
Tl 
In 


For all perſuaſive Graces thende 
Suckt their ſweeteſt Influence , 


His Vertue that within, had root; Le 
Could not chooſe but ſhine- without ; " Til 
And th* Heart-bred Luſtreof'his worth, An 


Ateach corner peeping-forth, 
Pointed him out in all his ways, 
Circled round in his own Rays : :/-- 
That to his ſweetneſs 'all'mens Eyes": /- 
Were yow'd Loves flaming Sacrifice.” ' 
Him while freſh and fragrant Time - :- 
Cheriſht in his Golden Prime; 
E're Hebe's Hand had overlaid "12 
His ſmooth Cheeks with & Downy ſhide ; 
The ruſh of Deaths unruly Wave, 
Swept him off into his Grave. 
Enough, now ( if thou cant ) paſs-on, 
For now | alas ) not/in this 'ftone  - * 
(Paſſenger who e're thou ar: ) 
Is heentomb'd, but in thy Heart, 
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An Epitaph upon Huiband and Wife, who dies 
and were buried together, | 


O theſe, whom Death again did Wed, 
This Grave's the ſecond Marriape-Bed. 

For though the hand of Fate could force, 

'Twixt Soul and Body a divorce : 

It cond not ſever Man and Wife, 

Becauſe they both liv'd bar one Life ; 

Peace, £o0d Reader, do not weep ; 

Peace, the Lovers are afleep 

They ( ſweet Turtles) folded lye, 

Inthe |-{t knot that Love could eye, 

Ler then ſleep, lerthem ſleep on, 

Till this tormy- night be gone , 

And the Eternal Morrow dawn; 

Then the - urtains wilf be drawn, 

And they wake into a Lighr, 

Whoſe Day ſhall never dye in Night. 


—_—_ 


_ *._— 


"s 4 


An Epitaph upqn Dottor Brook, 


| Br:ck whoſe Stream fo Great, fo Good, 
Was Lov'd, was Hononr'd as a Flood, 
hoſe Banks the Muſes dwelt npon, | A 
dre then their own Helicon, 
ere at length hath gladly found 
\ quiet paſſage under ground , 
an while his loved Banks, now dry, 
Muſes with their Tears ſupply. 
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Upon Mr, Staninough's Death, 


DE Relicks of a diſlodg'd foul, whoſe lack 
Makes many a mourning Paper put on black ; 
O ſtay a while' e'te thou draw in thy Head, 
And wind thy felfup cloſe in thy cold Bed : 
Stay but alietle while, until I call | 
A ſummons, worthy of chy Funeral. (Power, 
5  Comethen Youth, Beauty,and Blood, all ye ſotr 
Whoſe ſilken Flatteries ſwell:a few fond hours 
Into a falſe Eternity, come Man, 
( Hyperbolized nothing |.) know thy ſpan ; | 
Take thine own Meaſure here; down, down, and boy 
Before thy ſelf in thy Idza, thou 
Huge emptineſs contract thy Bulk, and ſhrink 
All thy wild Circle to a point! Ofink 
Lower, and lower yet till thy ſmall fize; 
Call Heaven to look on thee with narrow Eyes ; 
Leſſer and leſſer yer, cill thou begin 
To ſhow a Face fiz'to confeſs thy Kin 
Thy Neighbour-hood to nothing | here put on 
Thy felf inthis unfeign'd reflexion ; 
Here gallant Ladies this impartial Glaſs 
( Through all your paicicing) ſhows you your 6wn fac 
Theſe Death-ſcal'd Lips arethey dare give the lye, / 
To the proud hopes of poor Mortality. 
Theſe Curtain'd Windows, this ſelf-prifon'd Eye, 
Our-ſtares the Lids of largs-lookt Tyranny : 
| This poſture is the brave 'one ; this that | 
Thus low, ſtands up ( me thinks ) thus, and defies 

* The World... All daring Duſt and Aſhes, onely you. 

%* Oc all Interpreters read. Nature true. 6 
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Upon the Duke of York's Birth, 
A Pantgyrick. 


| _— the Mighty Ocean's lovely Bride, (wide 
Now ſtretch thyſelf (fair Iſle) and grow, ſpreid 
| Thy Boſome and make room, thou art oppreſt 
en With chine own Glories : and art ſtrangely Bleſt 
; "Beyond thy ſelf: for lo the Gods the Gods 
Come faſt upon the, and thoſe Glorious ods, 
Swell thy full Glories to a picch ſo high, 
As firs above thy beſt C:pacity. 
Are they not Ods? and Glorious ? that to thee 
Thoſe mighty Genis throng, which well might be 
Each one an Ages labour, that thy days 
Are Guilded with the Union of thoſe R1ys, 
Whoſe each divided Beam would be a Sun, | 
To glad the Sphear of any Nation. : 
O if fortheſe thou meanſt to find a ſear, 
Th'aſt need, O Britain to be truly Grear. 
And fo thou arr, their preſence, makes thee ſo, 
They are thy Greatneſs, Gods where e're they go 
Bring their Heaven with chem, their greit foorſteps 
fac An everlaſting ſmile upon the face, (place 
, B Of the glad Earth they tread on, while with thee 
Thoſe Beams that ampliate Morrality, 
; { Andrexch it-co expatiate, and ſwell 
To Mzjeſtie and fulneſs deign to dwell ; 
Thou by thy ſelf mayſt fir, ( Bleſt Iſle ) and ſee 
How thy Great Mocrher Nature dO0ats on thee ; 
od. Thee therefore from the reſt apart ſhe hurl'd, 
And ſeem'd to make an = but made a World. 


6 


Great 
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Great Charles! thou ſweet Dawn of a Glorious diy* 
Center of thoſe thy Grandfires ſhall I ſay Y 
Henry and James, or Mars and Phebus rather ? 
Ifthis were Wiſdom's God, that War's ſtern Father, 
*Tis but the ſameis ſaid, Henry and James 
Are Marsand Phabm under divers Names. 

O thon full mixture of thoſe mighty ſouls, 

Whoſe valt intelligences tun'd the Poles 

Of Peace and War; thou for whoſe Manly Brow 
Both Laurelstwine into one Wreath, and wooe 
To be thy Garland , ſee ( ſweet Prince) O ſee 4” 
Thou and the lovely hopes that ſmile-inthee ay 
Are ta'ne out, and transſcrib'd by thy Great Mother *" 
See, ſee thy real ſhadow, ſee thy Brother, | 
Thy little ſelf inleſs, read in theſe Eyne 

The Beamsthat dance in thoſe full Stars of thine. 
From the ſame ſnowy Alablaſter Rock m 
Theſ- hancs ard thine were hew'n,theſe Cherrys moaſ N 
The Coral of thy Lips. Thou arc of all 
This well-wrought Copy the fair Principal. 


Jaſtly, Great Nature, may'ſt thou brag and tel] 
How ey'n tl/aft drawn this faithful Parallel, ne 
And matcht chy Maſter-peece : Othen goon Den 
Make ſuch another ſweet compariſon, 
See'ſtthou that Afary there ? O teach her Mother Joy , 
To ſhew her to her ſelf in ſuch another :; 
Fellow this wonder too, norlet her ſhine 
Alone, Light ſuch another Star, and twine 
TheirRoſie Beams, ſo that the Morn for one 
Venus, may have a Conſtellation. 

So haye | feen ($0 dreſs their Miſtreſs May ) 


Two Silken ſiſter Flowers conſult, and lay om 
Their baſhful Cheeks together, newly they 0 ma 
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eep't from their Buds, ſhew'd like the Gardens Eyes 


i b Z 


e wak'e + like was the Crimſon of their joys, 
ike were the Pearls they wept, fo like that one 
. Pem'd but the others kind reflexion. 
* I Bur ſtay, what glimpſe was thar?why bluſhe the day? 
yhby ran the ſtarred Air trembling away ? 

#ho's this chat comes circled in Rays that ſcorn 
quaintance with the Sun ? what ſecond Morn 
Mid-day opes a preſence which Heavens Eye 

Sands off and points at? is't ſome Deity 

Stept from her Throne of Stars deigns to be ſeen ? 

Is it ome Deity ? oris't our Queen? 

er 16s ſhe, *tis ſhe : her awful Beauties chaſe 
ie Days abaſhed Glories, and in face 
df Noon wear their own Sunſhine,O chou brighe 

Miſtris of Wonders ! Cynthia's is the Night, 

Butthou at Noon doſt ſhine, and art all Day, 

odf(Nor does the Syn deny'*r) our Cynthia, 
laftrious ſweetneſs | in thy faichful Womb, 
hat Neſt of Heroes, all our hopes find room , 
hou art the Mother Phenix, and thy Breaſt 
Chaſte as that Virgin Honour of the Eaſt, 
Ybur much more fruitful is; nor does, as ſhe, 
deny to Mighty Love a Deity ; 
het let che Eaſtern World brag and be proud 
df one coy Phenix, while we have a brood, * 
brood of Phenixes, and ſtill the Mother ; 
And may we long, long may thou live, t' encreaſe 
de Houſe and Family of Phenixes. 
Nor may the Light thar gives their Eye-lids light, $ 
F're prove the diſmal Morning of thy Night : 
'r may a Birth of thine be bought ſo dear, 
omak his coſtly Cradle of thy Beer, 
) mayſt thou thus make all the year thine own, 
H 2 And 


ep! 
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And ſce ſuch Names of joy fit white app | 

The brow every Moneth; and when that's dong 

Mayelt in a Son of his find every Son " 

Repeited, and chat Son till in another, 

And fo in e:ch Child often prove a Mother, 

Long maiſtchou laden with ſuch cluſters lean 

Upon thy Royal Elme ( fair Vine) and when 

The Heavens will ſtay no longer, may thy Glory 

And Name dwell ſweet in ſome Eternal ſtory. 

Pardon ( bright Excellence ) an untun'd String, 

That in thy = thus keeps a murmuring, 

O ſpeak a lowly Muſes pardon ; ſpeak 

Her Pardon or her Sentence; onely break 

Thy ſilence ; ſpeak ; and ſhe ſhall cake from thence 

Numbers, and Sweetneſs, and an Influence 

Confeſling thee ; or (it coo long ſtay ) 

O ſpeikchou and my Pipe hath nought to ſay : 

For ſee Ap»llo all this while ſtands Mute, 
 ExpeRting by thy Voice to T une his Lute. 

But Gods are Gracious : and their Altars. make 

Pretious their offerings that their Alcars take , 

Give them this Rural Wreath Fire from thine Eyes, 

This Rural Wreath dares be thy Sacrifice. 


_— CR a oY 
Upon Ford's Two Tragedies. 


Love's Sacrifice 414 The Broken Heart, In (i 


as | 
TJ Hou cheat'ſt us Ford, mak'(t one ſeem two by An R 
What is Love's Sacrifice bur the Broken Heart? by 


? "$1000 
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On a foul Morning being then to take 4 journey, 


Wit are thou So/,while thus the blind-fo!d day 

Sraggers out of the Eft, loſes her way 

Sumbling on Night ? Rouze thee IIluſtrious Youth, 
nd let no dull Miſts choak the Lightsfair growth. 

Point here chy-Beams, Oglance on yonder Flocks, 

And make their Fleeces Golden as thy |.ocks. 

Unfold thy f1ir Front, and there ſhall appear 

Full Glory; -aming in her.own free Sphear. 

Glh:dneſs ſhall cloath the Earth, we will inltile 

face of chings, an univerſal Smile : 

Say to the fullen Morn, thou com'ſt to Court her , 

And wilt demand proud Zephirx to ſport her 

With wancon Gales , his Balmy Breath ſhall lick 

The tender Drops which cremble on her Cheek; 

ſhich rarified, and in-a gentle Rain 

On thoſe delicious Binks diſtil'd again, 

Shall riſe in a ſweet Harveſt which diſcloſes 

oevery bluſhing Bed of new-born Roſes. 

He'l fan her bright [ocks teaching them to flow, 

d frickin carl'd Meanders : he will throw 

A fragrant Breath ſuckr from the Spicy Neſt 

BQ'th” precious Phenix, warm upon her Breſt ; 

He with a dainty and ſoft hand, will Trim 
d bruſh her Azure Mantle, which ſhall (wim 

In ſilken Volumes, whereſoe'r ſhe'll cread, 

bright Clouds like Golden Fleeces ſhill be ſpread. \ 

v Aj Riſe then ( fair blew-ey'd Maid ) riſe and diſcover 

12 I by filverBrow, and meet thy Golden Lover, 
*e how he runs, with what a haſty flight 

Fato thy Boſome, bath'd with Liquid Lig't, 

"My 
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Fly 
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Fly, fly; prophane Fogs, farr hence fly-away, | 
Taint not the pure ſtreams of. the ſpringing day. 
With your dull influence, it is for you, ; 
To fitandicoul upon Nights heavy Brow ; 
Not on the freſh Cheeks of the Virgin Morn, 
Where nought but ſmiles, and ruddy joys are worn, 
Fly then, and do not think with her to ſtay, 
Let it ſuffice, ſhe'! wear no Mask to day. 
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Upon the fair Ethiopian ſent to a Gemtlewoman, 


O here the fair Chariclia! in whom ſtrove 
So falſe a Fortune, and ſotruea Love. 
Now aſter all her Toils by Sea and Land, 
O may ſhe but arrive at your white hand ; 
Her Hopes zre Crown'd, onely ſhe fears that than 
She ſha!l appear true Ethiopian, 


On Marriage, 


Would be Married, but I'de have no Wife, 
Iwould be Married to a ſingle Life. | 


————— _—. 


To the Morning. 
Satisfattion for Sleep, 


at ſaccor can 1 hope the Muſe will ſend 

Whoſe drowſineſs hath wrong'd the Muſes friend 
What hope Azreorato propitiare thee, 
Unleſs the Muſe firg my Apology ? 
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-F © in that Morning of my ſhame ! when ] 
Lay folded upin Captivity ; 
JF Howat the fiphe didſt thou draw back thine Eyes, 
Into thy modeſt veyl? how did*ſt thou riſe 
Twice Dy'd in thine own Bluſhes, and did'ſt run 
'F To draw the Curtains, and awake the Sun ? 
| Whorowzing hisilluſtrious Trefſes came, 
Anſeeing the loath'd ObjeR, hid ſor ſhame 
His Head in thy fair Boſome, and ſtill hides 
:N Me from his Patronage I pray, he chides : 
And pointing to dull Aforphexs, bids me take 
in, | My own Apollo, try if I can make 
His Lethe be my Helicon: and ſee 
If Morphens have a Muſe to wait on me. 
Hence *ris my humble Fancy finds no wings, 
No nimble Raptures, ſtarts to Heaven and brings 
Enhufiaſtick Flames, ſuch as can give 
| I Marrow to my plump Genivs, make it live 
Dreſt in the glorious Madneſs of a Muſe, 
Whoſe Feet can walk the Milky way,,and chuſe 
Her Starry Throne ; whoſe Holy hears can warm 
The Grave, and hold up an exalted Arm 
To lift me from my lazy Urne, and climb 
Upon the ſtopped ſhoulders of old Time, 
And trace Ecernity——Bur all is dead, 
All theſe delicious hopes are buried 
In the deep wrinkles of his angry Brow, 
Where Mercy cannot find them; but Othou 
Bright Lady of the Morn, pitty doth lye 
$0 warm in thy ſoft Breſt it cannor dye : 
Have Mercy then, and when he next ſhall riſe 
I O meet the angry God, invade his Eyes, 
"F And ſtroak his radiant Cheeks, one timelly kiſs 
Will kill his Anger, and reyiye my Bliſs, 
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So to the Treaſure of thy pearly Deaw, \Þ 
Thrice will | pay three Tears, to ſhow how true 
My grief is 3 ſo my wakeful lay ſhall kneck 
At ch? Oriental Gates; and duly mock | 
The early Larks ſhrill Qrizons to be 
An Anthem at the Days Nativity. | 
And the ſame Rofie-finger'd hand of thine, | 
That ſhuts Nights dying Eyes, ſhall open mine, 

Burt thou, taint God of ſleep, forget that I 
Was ever known to be thy votary. 
No more my Pillow ſhall thine Altar be, 
Nor will I offer any more tothee 
My ſelf a melcing-Sacrifice ; I'm born 
Again a freſh Child: of the Buxome Morn, ft 
Heir of the Suns firſt Beams, why threat'ſt thou ſo} 
Why doſt thou ſhike thy Leaden Scepter? goe, 
B:ſtow thy Poppy upon wakeful woe, 
Sickneſs and Sorrow, whoſe pale Lids ne'r know 
Thy Do:wny Finger, dwell upon their Eyes, 
Shut in their Tears; ſhut our their Miſeries, 


Ct 


Loves Horoſcope, 


217 brave vertues younger Brother, 
Erit hach made my Heart a Mother, B 
| She conſules the conſcious Sphears, 
Toc iculare her young Sons years. 
She asks if f:d, or ſaving pow'rs, 
Gave Omen to his Infant hours, | 
+ Sheasks eich rar that then (tood by, ( 
1t pvor Love ſhall live or dye. 


ih my "6; is as how way.? 
Are theſe the Beains that rule thy Day 
Thou know'ſt a Face in whoſe each look: 
Beauty lays ope Loves Fortune-Book, 

On whoſe fair Revolutions wait 

The obſequious Motions of Loves Fate, 
Ah my Heart, her Eyes and ſhe, 

Have taught thee new Aſtrology. 

How e'r Loves Native haurs were ſet, 
What ever Starry Synod mer, 

Tis inthe Mercy of her Eye, 

It poor Love ſhall live or dye. 


Ifthoſe ſharp Rays' putting on 
ſo? -Points of Death bid Love begone 
(Though the Heavens in Council ſate, 
Tocrown an vw pv ar Fate, 
Though their belt A ewin'd n; 
The ndeft Conſte] 5 0 
Caſt amorous glances on his Birth, 
; And whisper'd the confederate Earch-” 
—| Topave his Paths with all the good 
That warms the Bed of . Youth and pla6d) 
Love ha's no plea again ber Eye | 
Beauty frowns, and Loye muſt dye. 


But & her milder inflrence move , 

And guild che hopes of bumble Love : 

( Though Heavens inauſpicious Eye 

Lay black on Loves Nativity ; 

Though every Diamond in ove: Crown 
|  Fixthisforehead to a frown, ) 
Her Eye a ſtrong appeal can give, 
Beauty ſmiles = Love ſhall live, 
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x06 The Delights of the Muſer, ® 
y OifLove ſhall live, O where | 

 Butin her Eye, or in her Ear, 

In her Breaſt or in her Breath 

Shall I hide poor Leve from Death? 

For in the life oughe elſe can, give, 

Love ſhall dye although he live. 


Orif Love ſhall dye, O where, 
But in ber Eye, or in her Ear, 
In ber Breath or in her Breſt, 
$hall I build his Funeral Neſt? 
While Love ſhall thus entombed lye, 
Love ſhall live although he dye, 


' Ont of Virgil, 
Is the praiſe of the. Spring, 


AT; Trees, all Leavy Groves confeſs the Spring 
Their gentleſt Friend, then, then the Lands begin 
To ſwell with forward pride and ſeed defire 

To generation ; Heavens Almighty Sire 

Melts on the Boſome of his Love, and powrs 
Himſelf into her Lap in fruitful ſhowres 

And by a ſoft infinuation, mixt 

With Earths large Maſſe, doth cheriſh and affit 

- Her weak Conceptions; No loan ſhade, but Rings 
With chatting Birds delicious murmurings, 

Then Yexxs mild inſtin& ( at ſer times ) yields 
The Herds to kindly meetings, then the Fields 

( Quick with warm Zephireslively breath ) lay forth 
Their pregnant Boſomegin a fragranc Birth 
Each body's plamp and jucy, all things full 


Of 
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F The Delights of the Muſes, 105 
Of ſapple moiſture : no coy twig but will , 
Truſt bis beloved Boſome to the Sun | 
( Grown: laſty now; )*No Vine fo weak and 
That fears the foul-mouth'd Aufter, or thoſe Gas 
That the South-weſt wind hurries in his Arms, 

Þ But haſtes her forward Blofſomes, and lays our 
Freely lays out her Leayes ; nor do doubt 
But when the World firſt out of Chaos ſprang, 
$o ſmil'd the dayy, and ſo the tenor ran 
Of their felicity. A ſpring was there, 
Ancrerlaingthring, the jolly year 
Led round in his great Circle ; no winds Breath 
As then did ſmell of Winter, or of Death; 
— { When life's ſweet Light firſt hone on Beaſts,and when 
- | Fromtheir hard Mother Earth, ſprang hardy men, 
When Beaſts took up their Lodging in the Wood, 
Stars in their higher Chambers: never cou'd 
The tender growth' of things endure the ſence 
Of ſuch a change, bur that the Heav'ns indulgence | 
3. | Kindly ſupplys fick Nature, and doth mold - 
Ly A ſweetly remper'd Mean, nor hot nor cald. 
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With a Pilture ſent to 4 Friend, 


Paint ſo ill, my Piece had need to be 
s Painted again by ſome good Poelie, 
I write ſo ill, my lender Line is ſcarce 

So much as th' Pifture of a well-Lim'd Verſe; 
Yet may the Love 1 ſend be true, though 
th Send not true Pifture nor true Poehie : 
Both which away, I ſhould not need to fear, 

My Love, or Feign'd, or Painted ſhould appear. - 


In 


he Muſes. © 
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1s praiſe of Leſſius, his. rule of Health, | 


oo now with ſome daring Drugg, . 
B:it the diſeaſe, and whi.e,they tug 
Thou to maintain their cruel ſtrife 
Spend che dear Treaſure of thy life : 
take Phyſtck, doat upon | 

Some bip-nam'd Compoſition, 
The Or:culous DoRars miſtick Bills, 
Certain hard Words made into Pills , 
And what at lengrh ſhalc getby theſe? 
Onely a Coſtlyer diſeaſe. , * 
Goe poor Man, think what ſhaltbe, 
Remedy againſt thy Remedy, _ 
That which makes us haye no need Rey 
Of Phyſick that's Phyſick nord.) av o - 

Hark hither, Reader, would(t thou "RC 
Nature her own Phyſician be, ©. 8 
Wouldſt fee a man all, 'his own Wealth, 
£5 Hisown Phyſick, his own Healch# © 
4 A Man whoſe fober Soul can tell, 

How to wear her Garments well > 

Her Garmetts that upon her fie, - 

As Garments ſhould do, cloſe and fit ? 

A well-cloath'd ſoul thit's not oppreſt, 

Nor cho»ke with what ſhe ſhould be dreſt 2 

A Soul ſheath*dina Chryſtal ſhrine, 

1hroogh which all her bright Features ſhine ? 
' Aswhen a p.ece of wanton Lawn, | 
A thin aereal Vail is drawn 
O'r Beauties Face, ſeeming to hide 
More ſweetly ſhows the bluſhing Bride, 
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545 tr TY if Gi gy 
\ Soul whoſe intelleQual Beams 
"I No Miſts do Mask no1lazy ſteam? 
A bappy ſoul char all che way, 
To Heayen, hath a Symmers day? Wy 
-E Would'it thou ſee a Man whoſe well warm'd blood, * 
Bathes him in a genuine flood ? 
AMan whoſe Tuned humours be, 
Aſer of rareſt Harmony ? 
Wouldſt ſee blith Looks freſh Cheeks beguile 
Age, wouldſt ſee December ſmile? 
Would(t ſee a neſt of Roſes grow 
In a bed of reverend Snow ? 
Warm Thoughts, free Spirits, flattering 
Winters ſelf into a Spring ? | 
In ſumme, wouldſt ſee a Man that can - 
Live to be old and ſtill a Man? | 
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The beginning of Heliodorus, 


He ſmiling Morn had newly wak't the Day, | 
And tipt the Mountains ina tender Ray : "4 
When ona Hill (whoſe high Imperious Brow 
Looks down, and ſees the humble Nile below 
Lick his proud feet, and haſte into the ſeas 
Through the great Month that's nam'd from Hercules) 
A band of men, rough as the Arms they wore 
Look'tround, firſt to the Sea, then to the Shore. 
The Shore that ſhewed them what the Sea deny'd. 
Hope of a Prey. T here tothe main Land ty* x 
A ſhipthey ſaw, no men ſhe had ; yet preſt 
Appear'd with other lading, for ber Breſt 
Deep in the groaning waters wallowed 
Up to the third Ring ; o'r the ſhore was ſpread R 
Death's 


F, 


' Miſes: (© 
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Death's purple Triumph, onthe bluſhing ground , 
Lifes late forſaken ren all lay drown* 
In their own Bloods dear deluge ſome new dead, -- 
Some panting in their yet warm ruines bled : 
While their affrighted ſouls now wing'd for flight 
Lent them the laſt flaſh of her glimmering Light _ 
Thoſe yer freſh ſtreams which crawled every where, 
Shew'd, that ſtera warre had newly barh'd him there: 
Nor did the face of this diſaſter ſhaw 

Marks of a fight alone, but feaſting too, 

A miſerable and a monſtrous Feaſt, | 
Where hungry War had made himſelf a Gueſt ; 
And cn late had eat up Gueſts and all, 
Who prov'd the Feaſt to their own Funeral, &c. It] 
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Out of the Greek, Cupid's Cryer, 


Ove is loſt, nor can his Mother WI 
Her little fugitive diſcover : _ Fee 

She ſeeks, ſhe ſighs, but no no where ſpies him ; Of 
iy rg Dae ern ae As 
yes! ifany happy Eye 

This roaving wanton ſhall deſcry : bh 
Let the Finder ſurely know Wi 
Mine is the Wagg, *cis I that own 'Bo 
The winged wand'rer, and that none Til 
May think his Labour vainly gone, Int 


Þ _ The gladdefaryer ſhall not miſe. Hi 


Totaſtethe Neftar of a Kiſs Yet 
From Yenxs Lips ; but as for him Ne 
That brings him to me, he ſhall ſwim Of 
Inriper joys ; more ſhall b: his Thi 
(Yenns aſſures him ) then-a kiſs;  BDe 
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With nimble Flames, and his Mind 
B Bene'r focurſt, his T is kind - 
For never were his Words in ought 

Found the pure iſſue of his cough, 
The. working Bees ſoſt melting 
That which their wazen Mines enfold, 
-N Flow not ſo ſweet as do the Tones 

Of his 1 un'd Accents ; but if once 

His anger kindle, preſently 

[t boils our into cruelty, 

And fraud : he makes poor mortals hurts, 4 
Tae objeRts of his cruel ſports ; \: 
With dainty Curles his froward face | 
Is Crown'd about ; but O what place, 
What fartheſt nook of loweſt Hell 

Feels not the ſtrength, the reaching ſpell 

Of his fmall hand? yet not ſo ſmall 

As 'tis powerful therewithal , 

Though bare his Skin, his Mind he covers 
And like a ſancy Bird he hovers 

With wanton Wing, now here, now there, 
=_ Men _ _ = will fpare 

illat length iog reſt, | | 
lothe Cloſer of heir Breſt ” 
His weaponis a little Bow, 
Yet ſuch a one as ( Jove knows how ) 
Ne'r ſuffred yet his little Arrow, 
Of Heay'ns high'ſt Arches to fall narrow. 
The Gold that on his Quiyer ſmiles, 
Deceives mens fears with flattering wiles : 
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' But O (too wellmy wounds taintell ) 
With bitter ſhafs 'tis ſauc'ctoo well, 
He is all cruel, .cruel all; -- 
His Torch .imperious though but ſmall 
©... Makesthe Sin (of Flames the Sire ) 
* Worſe then Sun-burnt in his Fire : 
E. Whereſoe'r you chance to find him 
Seize him, bring him, (bur firſt bind him) 
- Pitry not him, bur fear thy ſelf, 
Though thou ſee the crafty Elte, 
Tell down his Silver drops unto thee, 
They'r counterfeit, and will undoe thee , 
. With baited ſmiles if he diſplay 
 Hisfawning Cheeks, look not that way 
If he offer fugred Kiſſes, 
Start, and ſay, the Serpent hiſles 
Draw him, drag him, though he pray 
7 Wooe, intreat, and crying ſay 
| Prethee, ſweet, now ler me go, 
Here's my Quiver, Shafts and Bow, 
Lie give thee all, rake all, take heed 
bg - Leſt his kindneſs make thee bleed. 
bs What e'r it be Love offers, ſtill preſume 
7% That though it ſhines, *cis Fire, and will conſume; 
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HF mounted on an Ant Nanss the tall 
Wasthrown alas, and got a deadly fall 
Under th' unruly Beaſts —_ feet he lies 

All torn , with much adoe yete'r hedies, | 
'He ſtrains theſe words; B ſe Envy, doe, laugh on, 
Thus did I fall, and thus fell Phaerhor. 
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| potrong on on Mars his Arms: * 
Neon Venue pu ,f M abate by } O1 
| t? Afars his ſword ? fair Cythereaſfay, _ 
Why art thou Arm'd ſo deſperately to diy ? 

- Yer; thou halt beataringked, and © then 
Whart needſt thou put on Arms againſt poor men ? 
an Þ} vil 1a+ta KALLES 
TE A 
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Unpen the (ame, 


Jp4« ſaw Ferenrm'd, and ſireight ſhe cry'd, 

| Come if thoudar*ſt, thus, thus let us berry'd. 
ſby fool! ſrys Fen, thus provolti thou me, 

at being nak's;. thou know'ft could conquer thee? 
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Upon Biſhop Andrews his Pittare before 
his Sermons, 


His Reverend ſhadow caſt that ſetting Sun, 
Whoſe Glorious courſe through our Horizonrun, 
ft the dimme Face of this dull Hemiſpkzre, 
 Wlone great Eye, all drown'd in one preatT ear; 

' Whoſe fair illuſtrious Soul, led his free T houghr 
Iropgh Learnings Univerſe, and ( vainly ) ſought 
dom for her ſpacious ſelf, until at length 
, Fe found the way home with an Holy ſtrength, 
atch'r her ſelf hence,to Heaven : fill'd a bright place 
Mongſt thoſe immortal Fires, and on the Face 
her great Maker fixt her flaming Eye, 


ſtill co read trug pure Divinity, 
I 


me. 


And 
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rn -——_ dead fac kace, arms I 
Look on the CAS. Leaves, and fee breath. 
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. a our of Marcal, 


JOur Teeth thou hadſt tharrank” din goodl = | 
FF | Kepe thy Mouths 


The ft blaſt of by Coagh let two alone, 
The { econd, none: . 


Thisfaſt Cough, lis, £omm all thy fear 
Id haſt leſe chethird Co rarer hors Wl 


Dn 


er, {cover 
That feet Tr of thine the Pamerh 
: . (hen thoſe Roſes 
Ie diſcloſes 
Allthe Flowers that Nature nameth\ 


In free Ai, 
Flow thy Hair ; 
T hat n0 more Summers bet dreſſes, 
Be 
For their Golden 
Locks, to Pharbus Flaming T reſſez, 


0 deliver 
Love his 

From thy Eyes {hen bis Arrows, 
ow wy Apallo 


F ww with ery Hagy M akers $1 parraws, 
0 exvy not 
( T hat we gye | 

T hoſe deer Lips whoſe vt encloſes 
{the Graces 
In their places, : 

Brother Pearls, and Siſter Roſer, 
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From theſe Treaſures 
ripe pleaſures 


One bg ies =, 


Thu made tm, * 
Both will be good friends her 


The Ais ddd, 

Pi ling #ehte, 
Fight a Word oft 

Storns and T 
And keep fulence round about Ther 


Bat if Natwrs 
Common Crataper, 

So dear Glories dare not borrow : 
Yet thy Beamty - 
Owt: a DMy * 

To my loving, lingring ſorrow, 


IV hen to AM + 
. Death rail fond He 
All his Terrors to afffi&ht me , 
T hine Eyes Grates, 
CGmild their F Aces, 
And thoſe Terrors ſpall delight me, 


When my dying ; 
Life is fyne ; | 
T hoſe ſweet Airs thar vfrey fiiw me 


Shall revive mt, 
Or reprive te; 
f nd to many De ares renew me. | 


tte; 


r S 


_— RR] 


AWY 7 44 9 of Ye Kalan, 3 = 
| Or non ro Bevin 


We two berwixt us have divided i it, 
Your Eyeswhe LightbaG'reft big) ;- 30M 
The Hear" 'in Heart doth fr, 
O! thatpoor: ne Joo: a | 
Let my Heat to. yagr Ligke be reconciled. 
nil 021097 
$o ſhall theſe Hames, whoſe worth- 
Now all ebſcurpd lies 1 4 
(DretinthoſeBeams)) Rartforth- | 
CA _ (08 
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LY Fo any onehetrue cauſe find - 

How Love came nak'e, a Boy and blind >- 
| = this; liſtning ove daytoolong, 

To th* Syrens in'my Miſtreſs Song, 


| Font oat n 


much o'r-maſtring alf his' might, 
0 that one Senſe, made all elſe thrall, 


And fo heloſt his Clothes, Eyes, Heart and all, 
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Tron Frm, ag na me = nonarr | 
Upon the F roxz, you ' wn then one Book, 
eariewia Gade Boa wherein writ 2 'C 
Fach Creature, memes + | 

Hiſtory is Creations Book ; which ſhows 

To what effedsthe Series of it goes. ©: || 
Chronologie's the Book of Hiftoty, and bears \+ - 
The juſt account of D ays, of Moneths,' athd Tears, * 
Bot ReſwrreJox in a Later Prefs,” (0 — |! +1: 
And New Eaitionisthe ſumme of theſe : 

T he Language of theſe Books hadall been one, 
Had not th* Aſpiring Tow'r of Fabylon © > | 
Confus'd rhe longues, andin.a.diltance.hurl'd | + 
As far the Speech, as men, o* tht nevy fill'd World) 

Set then your Eyes in Method, and behold 
Tims Embleme, Saturn ; whs, when ſtore of Gold” 
Coyn'd the firſt Age, Dezvw that Birth he fearld, 
Till Zifery, Tires eldeſt Child appear'd ; 

_ And Phenix like, inſpightof Saturn: ragg,, 
Forc'd fram her Aves; Heires ig every Age., \; 
From th" Riſing Sv, obtaining by juſt Suit; + 4 
A Springs Ingender, andarr Antanns Fruit. 
Who in thoſe Volumes at her motion pen'd, 
Unto Creations Alpha dothexrend. | 
Ag-in Aſcend, and view Chron:(:gy, 

By Optick s&i// pulling far Hiſtory 

zerer; whoſe Handthe piercing Eagle: Eye 
Strengthens co bring remoteſt Objects nigh, 


Under 


MESA FOUDOMSES 


fp of theMpſer. i224 
Under tire youſee the \Serting'B us, - 
WS. wie hol gr 6 O'rher Valumesran,- > [> 
8 Drown'd in: rok Ser, iT 
Till Reſaryeltian ſhownt'to- dine art 
— | Of Earth-worn men; and her ſhril Trumpets ſound 
" | Aﬀright the Boxes of Mortals from the ground : + 
The:Colvmmnes wad ye yh. wich ejther Spbers, 


To ſhow Chronology and 
No other Czlmen; thetithe A013 Art, 


. 
+47 


Aſtronomy, Gegropy impar. 
or Thus. Wm 
Et tu) TarConboncs bee the Grave. hy 
ro what his ng gave ; 
Let Naturedie, and. (Phevix like ). fom death ...... 
Revived Nature take aJecond Breath ; : js 


Ifon Times right hand, br fair Hiſtarie ; 
If, from the ſeed of empry Ruine, 
Can raiſe ſo fair an Harveſt; let her 
þ Ne'r ſo far diſtant, yet Chronology 
; | (Sharp- ſighted as the E agles Eye, that can __— 
Onrt-ſtare the broad-beary d Days Meridian ) F 
"I Will have a Neoaifen fiad her out,, 
And, through the Nighe of-error, and dark doubr,. | 
{{ Diſcern the Daws of [ruth's ecernal Ray, -4 
As when the Roſie Morn budsjgt®Day, 3 
Now that Time's Empire might be amply bil d, 
Babels bold Artis trive. ( below } to build 
Ruine a Temple; on whoſe fruicful fall 
Hiftor y rears her Pyramids more tall, 
Then were th* Egyptian ( by the life, theſe give, 
w Egmpian Pyramids themielyes muſt live :) 
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On theſe the lifortthe yori 

<hews the ewo-Jevins and 
Thar, the Creatvewisy the 
Tha, the Woddanomy 


I, 


TIT 


He modeſt front of his TraſlFoor, 

Beleeve-me Reader, canſay more 

Then many a braver Marble can, 
Here lies a truly honeſt nowvec, 

. One whoſe Conſcience was : thin 
That croubfed nenher m6 
One of thoſ-feWwthat in this yo. 
Honour f|'Pteachers'; hezrthel | 
Sermons he hear{}, 'yer = Ny 
As left no time topru 
He heard rand aro #then 
His praQtice preadh'U'thein rapen, 
His Parlowr- Sermons rather \were 
T boſe to the Eye, then tothe Ear. 
blis Pmyers rook their price and 'ftrength 
Not from the loudne6nor'the length. 

He was'a Proteſtant «hom, 

Not onely in deſpightof Rome :: 

He lov'd his Father, this Zeal 
Tore'nor off his Mothers Veil. 

Tortly Church he did allow her Drefs, 
True Beaxty to trae Holineſs, 

Peace, which be lov'd in life, did lend 
Her handrro bring'him'to hisend ; 
When Age and Death call'd for the ſco.e; 
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Lines, | 
by his. fair Txxatnptes laghe, 


| \hurn in thy icmitarioo bright. 


'JALife perbaps unto his Death, 
is better Epitaph ſhall :he, 
His Life ſtill kept alive in Thee. 


& while theſe Lines can but bequeath MN 2: 


Sh 


_ 
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—_— and let us Live my Dear, 
Let us Love and never Fear, 


I Whar the ſowreſt Fathers fay; nia x 


-/ BBrighceſt Sy/thatdyes 20 day {1 -[:.7 
| BLives again as blith co morrow, 
"But if we dark Sons of ſorrow +) i; + +; + 


-y&; Ochen, howlong a Night | ++ + . 
Shurs the Eyes of our fhortiLight!///;; | |! 


Then let amorous Kiſſes dwell 
Onour Lips, begin and cell 


An Hundred and a Thodfand : 

Till another Thouſand ſmother 

That, and that wipe of another. 
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O may you hx Com 
For ever Here, and mix 
Your ſelves into the ong 

And everlaſting ſerjes of a deachleſs Song ; 


Mix all your many Worlds, above, 
And looſe them into One of Love. 

Chear thee my Heart! 

For thou too haſt thy part 

And placein the great Throng 
Of this unbounded all-imbracing Song. Whe: 
Pow'rs of my Soul, be proud ! - Foe 
And ſpeak loud Low: 
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"8 To all che dear-bought Nations this Redeeming Name 
{| And inthe wealch of ene rich Word proclaim 
/ | New Siwiles co Nature: -, 
May it be nh wrong | | 
Þ Bleſt Heav'ns, to you, and your Superior ſong, 
That we, . dark Sons of Dul} and Sorrow, 
A while dare borrow 
The name of your and onr Deſires, 
And fic ic to fo farr inferior Lyres. 
Our Murmurs have'their Muſick too, 
Ye Mighty Orbs, as well as you, 
Nor yields.che Nobleſt neſt 
'} Of warbling Seraphim co the ears of Love, 
_— then the _ Breſt 
A panting Turtle-Doye: 
[JAnd we, low Worms —— to dg | 
The ſame bright buſineſs ( ye third Hegy os) with you; 
Gentle Spirits; do not-complain, ; 
We will have.care 
To keep it fair, | 
And ſend it back-ro you again, Us | 
Come, lovely Name | appear _ forth the bright 
| Regions of peacetul. Lighc, 
[ook —_ thine own illufþrious home, 
Fair King of Names, and come :, - , + | 
Lave all thy Native Glories in their gorgeous Net, 
And give thy ſelf a while the gracious Gueſt, 
Of bumble Sonls; that feek ro find 
- The hidden Sweets 
Which man's heart meets 
When thou art Matter of the Mind. 
dme, Lovely Name ; life of our hope | 
Lowe bold our Hearts wide ope! 
Inlock thy Cabiact of Day ag 
| 'L a Deareſt 
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Deireſt Sweet;-and come away. :” brotis es 


Lo how the bog mg 
That hopes to 


All Heaven by Thee, & 
Lerps at thy Birth::10c -» 
TH” attending-World, to-wnitgby Riſe, 
Firſt turn'd/ro Eyes $915. 
And then, not kiowing what 1e6d0; 
Turn'd them to Tears, and ſpetit chem t00, 
Come Royal Name ; and pay elP-expence 
Of all this precious Patience," _ 
Ocome awa | 
And kill the Death'o this Doty,” 9 
O ſee, ſp many Worldsof barren years 
Melted and Meaſur'd out in Seas of Tears,” 
Oſee the weary Lids of wakeful Hope '-::7 
( Love's Eaſternwindows ) all: wide' ope - - 
With Curtains drawn, .*' 
To catch the Day-break of ey: Dawn. 
O dawn, at laſt, long-look't for day ! 
Take thine own wings and come away. ' 
Lo, where aloft it-comes! It comes, among 
The condu& of adoring Spiritsrhat throng 
Like diligent "Bees; and ſwarm about it. 
Orhey are wiſe : 
And know what Sweets are ſuck*c from out it, 
Ic is the Hive, 
By which theythrive, 
Where all their hoard of Honey lies. 
Lo where it comes, upon the ſnowy Doves 
Sofr back, and bringsa boſome big with Loves. 
Welcome to our dark World, thou —. 
6 » Womb 


Lo how the chinſty Lands & vi; a: b1 
Gaſp for thy golden ſhowrs1 withlong | ſtretch's ranks 
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Womb of Day! _. g 
©. Unfold thy feir-Conceptions, and diſplay 
"| 1he Birth of our bright joys. 
 Othoucomp:Red 
Body of Bleſlings : Spirit of Souls extrsRed ! 
Odiſſipate thy ſpicy Powr's 
( Cloud of condenſed ſweets ) and break upon us 
In balmy ſhowrs ; 
Okill our ſenſes, and rake from us 
All force of ſo prophane a Fallacy | 
To think ought ſweet but that which ſmells of thee. 
| Fair, Flowry Name, in none but thee 
And thy NeQareal fragrancy, 
Hourly there meets 
An univerſal Synod of all Sweets , 
By whom it is defined Thus 
That no Perfume 
For ever ſhall preſuge 
To paſs for oderiferous, 
But ſuch alone whoſe ſacred Pedigree 
{| Canprove it ſelf fome kin (ſweer name ) to Thee. 
Sweet Name, in thy each Syllable 
Athouſand Bleſt Arabias dwell; 
A Thouſand Hills of Frankincenſe ; 
Mountains of myrrh, and Beds of Spices, 
And Ten thouſand Paradiſes. 
The Soul that taſts thee takes from thence 
How many unknown Words there are 
Of Comforts, which thou haſt in keeping ! 
How many thouſand Mercies there 
In Pity's ſoft Lap lie a ſleeping ! 
Happy he who has the Arc 
Toawake them, 
And to take them 
bb] Home, and lodge them is his Heart, Fi 
x 
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Othatit were as ir was wont tobe / 
When thy old Friends of fire; gl full of thee, © 
Fought againſt frowns with ſmiles, gave Glorious chik 
To perſecujions ; and ag2int the Face 
Ot 1eath and fierceſt dangers, durlt with braye 
And ſober pace march onto meeta Grave, 

On their bold Breſts about the World they bore thee 
And to the Teeth of Hell ood up to teach thee, 
In Center of their inmoſt ſouls rhey wore thee, 
__ Racks and Torments ſtnv'd in vain to reach 
Viagra bg er forge ag 
Lirtle, alas, thought they 
Who tore the fair Brelts of thy Friends, 
Their Fury but made way 
For thee, and ſerv'd them in thy Glorjoys ends, 
What did their: weapons brit with wider pores 
| Inlarge thy flimiog breſted Lovers 
More freely to'tranſpire 
Thatimpatient fire 
The he-rt chit hides thee bardly covers, 
Whit did their wenpons bur ſer wide the doory 
For thee: fair purple Doors, of Love's deviſing, 
The Ruby windows which inrich*t the Egff +» 
Of thy ſo oft repeared Rifing. | 
Ezch wound of theirs was thy new morning, 
And reinthron'd thee 1n thy Roſy Neſt, 
With bluſh of thine own blood thy day adorning: 
It was the wit of Love oreflow'd the bounds 
Of Wrath,and mide the way through ill cheſe wounds, 
Welcome D-ar, All Adored Name! | 
| For ſure there is no Knee 
That knows not thee. * 
Or if there be ſuch Sons of ſhame, 
Alas what will they do 
When ſtubborn Rocks ſhall boy _ And 


uy 


I, 


2. 
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And Hilts: bang down their Heav'r-falutirig Heads 
To ſeek for humble Beds | 
OfDuſt, where in the b+{hful ſhades of nighe 
Next to their own low Nothing chey may lye, 
And or = the dazeling lighr of thy dread 
Majeſty, 
They that by Love's mild diate now 
: Will not adore the, 
Shallchen wich juſt Confuſion, bow 
And break before thee, 


reg 


——— 


Inthe Glorious Epiphany of owr Lord God, « 
Hymn ſung 4s by the Three Kings, 


1. KING. 
Pg Babe, whoſe awful Beauties make 
T 


morn incurr a ſweet miſtake; 
2. For whom th' officious Heav'ns deviſe 
To dilinheritthe Suns Riſe, 
3. Delicately toYliſplace 
The Day, and plant it fairer in thy Face , 
1, O thou born King of Loves, 
2. Of Lights, 
3 Of Joys. 
Cho, Look up. Sweet Babe, look up, and ſee 
For love of thee 
Thus far from home 
The Faftis come 
To ſeek her ſelf in thy ſweer Eyes. 
1, We, who ſtrangely went aſtray, 
* Loſtina brighe 
| Meridian nigh, 
2. A Darkneſs made of roo much Day, 
15 L 4 Becken'd 


+3 Pecken'd from far; +13CL0r 
By thy fair Sr "0011100 
Lo at laſt have found/our way. 


Che. To T heg,thou Day of Night; thou Eft of Wei 


Lowe at laſt have found the way 
To thee, the Worlds great Univerſal Eaſt, 
1 he general agd indifferent day, 
1 All-circling point, All-centringſphere, 
The World's Qne, Round, Eternal year, 
2 Whoſe full and all-nnwrinkled face 
Nor (inks nor ſwells with time or place, 
3 Butevery where, and every while 
is one capliſtept ſold ſmile 4 
1 Nat vext-and oſt... 
2, *TwixtSpting and Froft, 
3 Nor by alternate ſhreds of Light 


Sordidly ſhifting hands with Shades and Nighe. 


Cho. O litre ?11, in thy embrace | 
The World lies warm, and likes his place, 
Nor does bis full Globe fail co be 
Kilt on both his Cheeks by thee : 

Time is t00 narrow for thy year 
Nor makes the whole Wapld thy balf Sphere, 
1 To thee, to thee | 
From him we flee 

2 From him, whom by a more illuſtrions lye, 

The blindneſs of the World did call the Eye; 


3 To him, who by thefe mortal Clouds baſt made 


 ThySelf our Sun, though thine own Shade. 
2 Farewel, the World's falſe Lighe; 4.8 
| Farewel, the white 
Egypr, a long farewel to thee 
Bright Idol , black Idolatry. . 
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The dire face of inferiour darkneſs, kiſt 
And courted inthe pompous Mask of a more ſpeci- 

ous Milt. | 
2 Farwell, farewell 
The proudand miſplac't Gates of Hell, 
Perdd's, in the morning's wa | 
And double-guilded as the doors of Day ; 
T he deep Hypocriſie of Death and Night 
More deſperately dark, becauſe more bright. 
3 Welcome, the World's ſure way , 
Heav'ns wholſome Ray. 
Chg. Welcome to us; and we 
Sweet to our ſelves, in thee. 
1. The deathleſs Heir of all thy Fathers day , 
2 Decently born 
Fmboſom'd in a much more Roſie Morn, 
The Bluſhes of thy all-unblemiſh't Mother, 
3 No more that other 
Aurora ſhall fer ope 
Her Ruby Caſements, or hereafter hope 
. From mortal Eyes 
To meet Religious weleomes at her Riſe. 

Cho. We ( pretious ones ) in you have won 
A gentler Morn, a juſter Sun. 

1 His ſuperficial Beams Suntburn't our skin 3 

2 Butleftwithin 

3 Thenight and Winter ſtill of Death and Sin, 

Cho. Thy ſofter yet more certain Darts 
Spare'our Eyes, bur pierce our Hearts. 

1 Therefore wirh his proud Perſian ſpoils 

2 We court thy more concerning ſmiles, 

3 Therefore with'bis difgrace 
We guild the humble Check of this chaſt place; 
Cs, And atthy Feet pour forth his Face, 


I The 


5 6. + \£ . . ”v MAL. - o — = : Fe 
f . 4 . o TY £ + v * s . : o - C 2 - a Bad ' . 
CO ' vw 4 L - 
: $, . Is, 
= / P 


T The doating Nations now no'more 
"Shall any day bat chine adore. - 
2 Nor (muchlefs) ſhallthey leave theſe Eyes* - 
For cheap Egyptian Deities. 1 F 
3 In wharſoe'r more Sacred ſhape Y 
Of Ram, He-Gont, or Reverend Ape, C 
K 
It 


Thoſe beatteons raviſhers oppreſt ſo ſore 
Fhe roo-hard-rempred Nations. 2 

: I Never more _ 
By wantan Heyfer ſhall be- worn For 
2 A Garland, or aguilded Horn. 
The Alcar-ſt:]l'd Ox, far Ofyris now 


With his fair Siſter Cow, Sil 
3 Shall kiek the Clouds no more; but lean and tame fÞ Che. 
Cho. Sec his horn'd Face, anddy for ſhame, Le 


And Mithra now ſhall be no name. 
1. Nolonger ſhill the immodeſt Luſt 


Of adulterons Godles duſt A 
2 Flyin the face of Heav'n; avif ir were By 
The poor World's Fault that he is fair. W 


3 Nor with perverſe Lovesand Religions o_ W 
Revenge thy Bonnties in their beauteous ſhapes; 
And puniſh beſt things worſt, becauſe they ſtood | Fo 


Guilty of being much for them roo good. Che. | 

- 2 Proud ſons of death that durſt compel AT 

Heav'n it ſelf ro find them Hell St 

2 And by ſtrange wit of madneſs wreſt W 

From this World's Eff the other's Weſt. Tt 

3 All-Idolizing worms, that thus could crowd De 
Andurge their Sun into'tby Cloud ; 

Forcing his ſometimes eclips'd face to be Cho. ; 

A long deliquium to the light of thee. 3 Th 

Che. Alzs with how much heavier ſhade All 
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The ſhamfac'c Lamp hang down his head, 

For that one e he made, 

Then all thoſe he ſuffered ! 

1 For this he lookr ſo big, and every morn 

With ared face confelt this ſcorn; 

Or hiding bis vext theeks in a bir'd miſt 

Kept chem from being ſo unkindly kiſt 
2 It was for this theday didiiſe 

- + Sooft with bſubber'd Eyes. 
For this the Evening wept; and we ne'r knew 
Bur call 'd it Dew. - 
3 Thisdaily wrong 

Silenc't the morning Sons, and dampt their ſong 

tf Che. Nor was't our deafneſs, bur our fins, that thus 

Long made th* Harmonious orbs all mute to us. 
2 Time has a dayin ſtore 
Whenthis fo proudly poor 
And ſelf-opprefſed ſpark, thar has fo long 
Bythelove-{ick World been made 
Not ſo much their Sun as Shade, 
Weary of this Glorious wrong, 
From them and from himſelf ſhall flee - 
For ſhelter tothe ſhadow of thy Tree ; 

Cho. Proud to have gain'd this precious loſs 
And chang'd his falſe Crown for thy Croſs. 

2 That dark day s clear doom ſhall define 
Whoſe isthe Maſter Fire, which Sun would ſhine , 
Thac fable iudgement-ſeat ſhall by new laws 
Decide and fertle the Great cauſe 

Of controverted light, - 

Cho, And natur's wrongs rejoyce to do thee right. 

3 Thar forfeicure of noon to r.ighr ſhall pay | 
All the idolatrovs Thefts done by this night of day; 
And the great Penitent preſs his own pale Lips 

fo With an elaborate Love-eclipſe . To 


Temkich thelow world $ wa 

| Shall lend a0 cauſe: uk 
Che. Save thoſe doweftick which he borrows An 

From onr fins and bis own farrows. By 
x Three fad hours ſackcloth then ſhall ſhow to us 

His pentunce; 80ur fault, conſpicuous. Th 
2 And "he raqre needſully and nobly prove Sh: 

The Nation's terror now then e their love, An 


3 Their hated loves chang'd'into wholſom fears, 
Che. The ſhucting of his Eye ſhall open theirs, 
2 Asby afair-ey'd falla ay © z Of 


Mif-led before they loſt their way, 
$0 ſhall they, bythe fond fright 
Of an unſeaſonable mgar,. An 
= mad fo 
2 as before his t eye | 
Was their more blind idolatry, oF 
worn biodcbaortatte, = = 6%. 
r black, bet fa peRive of thee , n 
3 His new prodigious night, 1 Thi 
Their new and admirable light ; [2 By 
The ſupernatural Dawn of thy pare day, Co 
While wondring they 3 An 
( The happy converts now of him By 
Whornthey compell'd before to be their (in ) Of 
Shall henceforth ſee To 
To kifs him only as their rod Che. / 
Whom they ſo long courted as God, Ma 
Cho. And their beſt uſe of him they worſhip! tbe Ac 
To learn, of him at leſt, co worſhip thee, 
2 It wastheit Weakneſs woo'd his Beauty ; 
But ir ſhall be By | 
Their wiſdom now, as well as duty, Bot 


| 


T injoy his Blor';- 4nd as a rgbledeloner? | 
Uſe ix to ſpel thy. Beputioo Bertier z/, 
And make the nightarſelt. cheir4006h. ta hee. 
| dy cheabions ambuſh this re 
© inthat conſcious ſhafle+ 

The rightey'd Areopagiter -/;; 6177 

Shall with a vigorouz;gnebs ipvade-- 

And catch thyquick4dflex; ard haply e 

On this dark:Ground ; 
To deſcant thee. 

; Oprice of the rich Spirit | wich huaficec chaſe 
Ofrthis ſtroog/Sbul, ſhall he | 
Leap avthy haſty Vace; -. | hdr ve w264 

And ſczzeithe: (wile flaſh, in rebound ;- ; 


From this obſ equi lopd 
x on call'd 42 88, Ar 
{i? —_ . 


Titldearly: $724. 
Cho. Till chus crium wes) <0 
Twin-Suns !) and taught now t&/ Gasyon. 
1 Thus ſhall that reverer > qt 


2 By being = 
Come forth Great Maſter _ the mi day. 
3 And teach obſcure Mankind PSP; 
By the frugal negeaveLight y 
Of a moſt: ikeadwell-abuked Niptic)'c IG 
To read more [-z1ble thine original Ray, 
Che. And make our darkneſſerve th Uay:; 
Maintaining ewizt thy World and oure 
A commerce of contrary pow'rs, 
A mutual Frade © 
*Twixt Sun and Shade, 
By confederate Black arid White | 
Borrowing Day and lending Night. 


1: Thos 
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1. Tharwe/wdowhenwibvallcde edi rw 
5 Thar ( atthy coſt 3 acveall'd; not vainly, ours 
on 
Upw preſ3on iy eo ;gencialp , 
2 Atleſt wplay: b, 
The n——_— 
' And 


kling Throne 
3 And pocy ned rote ra thy parking mg | ' 


And ll this Bs 
| our own 2 


But more wo arleſt of brain, 
Clo. Now by abaſed Lids ſhall learn toe: 
Eagles ; and fhur our Eycs'thit we may: fo. 


The lee... 
Therefore to thee ind hive pupciou tay 
(Raga Sonia dla OG Fai 
Atlefi WU; "70:72 « VT {75 ar 
The of Day + 913v 37 3.) 
opt, denn emo Trs 


_— 


At thy adored Feer, thus, he lays (down t, 
v2» = rire | | 
and Fire, 
2 His gierg Robe, 3 His ſparkliog Crown, 
3 His 2 His Mirth, 3. His Frankincence, 
Che.T o which he now has no pretence. 

For being ſhow'd by this days light, bow far 

He is from San enough to make thy Star, 

His beſt ambition now, is but to be 

=———_ brighter ſtiadow ( Sweet ) of thee ; 
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Or on Heav'as azure for high-r0 ſtand q 30 
Thy Golden Index; wp duo Hand: * © 
Pointing yas ) fr adder Sun... | 


The World'sand his Hyperion. .. . = 


9. 


' Tothe Queen's Maj eſty on T welfth- day. 
ADAM, + 1 


{ Mongſt thoſe long rows of Crowns that guild your 


_- 


Race. | te 
Theſe Royal ſages fut for decent place. - * 
The day-break of the Nations ; their fi 


When the dark Workd'dawn'd into Ciiijftian: day. _ 

And ſmil'd i'th Babes bright face”, tle p Bud' 

And Roſy dawn of the rote Royal [Fes oh 

Fir firlt-fruics of the Lamb, fure Kingy'in this , © 

They ek NET while they gire2kils, _——_ 
But the World's Homage, ſcarce in theſe welf 


{Weread in you ( Rare Queen ) ripe apdfufl grown. 


For from this day's rich'feed of Diadems 


'IDoes riſe « radiant cropof Royal ſemis, ' 


A Golden Harveſt of Crown'd heads, that meet 
And crowd for kiſſes from the Lambs white feer, 
In this illuſtrious throng, your lofry loud 


{els high, fair confluence of all highborn- Bloud ! 


With your bright head whoſe groves of Scepters bend 
Their wealthy tops , ard for theſe feet contend,» 
$ ſwore the Lambs dread Sire, and'fo we ſee't, 
Crowns, and the Heads they kiſs muſt courttheſe Feer.' 
fix here fair Majeſty !' may your heart ne'r miſs 

To reap new Crowns and Kingdoms from that kiſs, 


Nor 
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| we miſsthe joy to meet in 

TE pl nor as. b'. 
whie alt yur , in you, rt 

_ 


ear is your 
of. 's Devotion duly brings 


rec Kingdoms ro ſupply cis ous sthree Kings, 


Em A 


The officeef the Holy Croſs * 
For the howr of mm 


" The Verſicle. 
Lord, by ON 5: 208 fring Sign, 


arcs Ein Tie | 


— 


Ver.. Thou1 Q Lord. 
Ref. And a dey praiſe. 
Fer. Q Paw me. 
ne She berocks Face: 
tothe rat = 
anche Son 
and to, the Holy Ghoſk,' 


As it was inthe beginni wp wp is ROW, s and eyer hall be, 
world without end, 


THE HYMN, 


—_—_ Martines haſte to ſing, 

The unknown forrows of ourKing, 

The Father's Word and Wiſdome, made 

Man, for Man; by' Man's betraid ; 

The world's price ſetto ſale, and by the bold 
Merchants of Death and Sin, is bought and ſold ; 
Of his beſt Friends ( yea of himſelf ) forſaken, 


By his worſt foes(becauſe he would)beſieg'd and taken. 
The 
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The Antiphon. 

All hail, fair Tree. 

Whoſe Fruit we be. 

What Song ſhall raiſe 

Thy ſeemly praiſe. 

Who broughtſt to light 
Life out of Death, Day out ofnight. 

The Verſicle, 
| To, weadorethee, | 
Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low before thee; 
The Reſponſor. 
*Cauſe by the Covenant of thy Croſs, _ 

| Thou haſt fay'd at onte the whole World's lofs. 
The Prayer. ” 
| OO Lord Jeſu Chriſt, Son df the living God! 
'l interpoſe, I pray thee , thine own pretious 
| death , chy* Croſs and Paſtion , betwixt my Soul 
and thy Judgement, now and in the hour of my death. 
And vouchſafe to grant me thy Grace and Mercy, to 
theliving and dead, reiniſfion and reſt; to thy Church 
peace and concord, to us finners life and glory ever- 
laſting. Who liveſt and reigneſt with che Father, ir 
the Unity of the Holy Ghoſt, bne God, wortd with- 
out end, Amen, 
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For the hour of Prime, 


The V _ 
Lord by thy ſweet and ſaving Sign, 
The Reſponſor. 
Defend us from our foes and thine. 
Yer. Thouſhalt open my Lips, O Lord. 
Reſ. And my mouth ſhall declare thy praiſe. 
Ver. O God make ſpeed to ſave me. 
Reſ. O Lord make haſte to help me. 
Glory beto, &c. 
Asitwasin, &c, 


THE HYTMN, 


He early Prime bluſhes to ſay 
She could not riſe ſo ſoon, as they 
Call'd Pi/ate up, to try if he 
Could lend them any Cruelty. 
Their Hands with laſhes arm'd, their Tongues with 


lyes, 
And loathſome Spittle blot thoſe beauteous Eyes, 
The bliſsful ſprings of Joy, from whoſe all. chearing ray 
The fair Scars fill their wakeful res, the Sun himſelf 


drinks day. 
The Antiphon. 
ViRorious Sign 
That now doſt ſhine, 
Tranſcrib'd above 
Intothe Land of Eight and Love 
Olet us twine 


Our Roots with chine, 
That 


Up 


ITY 
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That we may riſe 
Upon thy Wings and reach the Skies. 
The Verficle. 
Lo weadore thee 
Dread Lamb | and fall 
Thus low before thee 
T be Reſponſox. 
*Cauſe by the Covenant of thy Croſs 
Thou haſt ſav'd at once the whole world's loſs, 
The Prayer. WE 
'0, My Lord Jeſu Chriſt, Son of the living God ! 
incerpoſe, I pray thee, thine own pretious death, 
thy Croſs and Paſſion, berwixt my Soul and thy Judge- 
ment, nowand inthe hour of my death. Ard vouch- 
fafe to grant me thy Grace and Mercy, to the living 
and dead, remiflion and reſt ; ro thy Church peace 
and concord ; to usſinners, life and glory everlaſting; 
Who liveſt andreigneſt with the Father, in che unity of 
the Holy Ghoſt, one God, world without end, Ames: 


a. Ht 


—_— —— 


_— 
— —_I 


The Third. 


| The V _ 

Lord, by thy ſweet and ſaving Siga 
The Reſponſor. 

Defend us from our foes and thine. 

Fer. Thou ſhale open my Lips, O Lord, 

Ref. And my month ſhall declare thy praiſe: 

Ver. O God make ſpeed ro fave me. 

Reſ. O! ord-make h»ſteto help me. 

Ver. Glory be to, &c. 

Ref. As it was in the, Ofc. 
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THE HYMN, 


He Third hour's deafen'd wich the cry 
Of Crucify him, Crucify, ; 
So goes the vote ( nor ask them, why ! 
Live Barabbas | and let God dy. 
But there is wit in wrath, and chey will try 
A Hall more cruel then their Crucify, 
For while in ſport he wears a ſpiteful Crown, 
The ſerious ſhow'rs along his decent Face run ſadly 


down. 
The Antiphon, 
Chriſt when he dy'd 
Deceiv'd the Croſs, 
And on Death's fide 
Threw all the loſs. 
The captive World awak'c, and found 
The Priſoner looſe, the Jaylor bound. 
The Verſicle, 
Lo weadore thee 
Dread Lamb, and fall 
Thus low before thee 
' Tht Reſponſor, 
"Cauſe by the Covenant of thy Croſs - . 
Thou haſt fay'd at once the whole World's loſs 
The Prayer. 
O My Lord Jeſu Chriſt, Son of the living God ! in- 
terpoſe , I pray thee, thine own precious death, 
. thy Croſs and Paſſion, betwixt my Soul and thy Judge- 
ment, now and in the hour of my death. And youch- 
ſafe ro grant me thy Grace and Mercy; to the living 
and dead, remiſſion and reſt , to thy Church, peace 
and concord; to us ſinners, lite and glory everlaſting, 
Who 


WI 
of 


NR Far, why 
Who liveſt and reigneſt with the Father, in the unity 
of the Holy Ghoſt; one God, world without end, 


Amen, 


Alc — 


_ —__——_— — 


The SIXTH, 


|  __TheVerfcle. 
Lord by thy ſweerand ſaving Sign, 
The Reſponſor. 

Defend us from our fees and thine, 
Fer. Thou ſhaltopen my lips, O.Lord, 
Ref. And my mouth ſhall declare thy praiſe. 
Ver. O God make you to ſave me, 
Reſ. O Lord make haſte to help tne. 
Ver. Glory be to, &c: : 
R:(. . Asit was io, c- 


The. H1MN, 


Tow is the Noon of forrow's night; 
-N High inhis patience as their ſpight. 
Lo the Gint Lamb;, with weary Limb NS 
Bears that buge Tree which muſt bear bim, 
That fatal Plant, ſo great of Fame 
For fruit of ſorrow and of ſhame, 


"| Shall ſwell with both for him ; and mix 


All woes into one Crucifix, 

Is tortur'd Thirſt it ſelf, too ſweet a cup? 

Gall, and more bitter mocks ſhall make it up. 

Are Nails blunt Pens of ſuperficial ſmart? 

Contempt and ſcorn canſend ſure wounds to ſearch 
the inmoſt Heart, 
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The Antiphon., 
© dear and ſweet dil | 
"Twixt death's and Love's far different Fruit ! 
Different as far 
As Antidotes and Poiſons are. 
* By chat firſt fatal Tree 
Both Life and Liberry 
Were fold and ſlain; 
By this they both look up, and five agzin, 
| The Verficle. 
' Lo we adore thee * 
Dread Lamb ! and bow thns low before thee ; 
T he Reſponſor. 
*'Canſe þy the covenant of thy Croſs. 
'Thou haft ſav'd che World from certain loſs. 
| T he- Pra 


r, S- 
My Lord Jeſa Chriſt, _ of the living God ! 


interpoſe, 'I pray thee, thine - own precious 


death, thy Croſs and Paſſion, betwixt my foul and 
thy judgement, now and in the-hour of my death. 
And vouchſafe to grant me thy grace and mercy, to 
the living and dead, remifcion and reſt , to thy church 
m_ and concord , to us finners, life and ever» 
aſling. Who liveſt' and reigneſt with the Father, in 
the unity of the Holy Ghol, one God, world with- 


ont end. Amen, 


The 


ACYEL Doey bo IE 


The NINTH, 


The Verficle. , 
Lord by thy ſweet and ſaving Sign, 
T he Reſponſor, 
Defend us from our foes and thine. 
Yer. /Thou fhalc open my lips, O Lord, 
Ref. And my mouth ſhall declare thy praiſe. 
Ver. O God make ſpeed to ſave me, 
Ref. O Lord make haſte to help me 
Glory be to,c&c, 
As it wasin, &c, 


The HT MN, 
He Ninth with awful horror hark'ned to thoſe 


oans . 
Which gh attention even to Rocks and Stones. 
Hear, Father, hear! thy Lamb (at laſt) complains 
Of ſome more painful thing then all his pains. 
Then bows his all-obedient head, and dies 
His own Loy's, and our fin's great Sacrifice, 
The Sun ſaw that; and wo ve ſeen no more 
The Center ſhook, her uſeleſs veil th' inglorious Tem- 


ple tore, 
The Antiphon. 
O ſtrange myſterious ſtrife 
Of open death and hidden life ! 
When on the croſs my King did bleed, 
Life ſeem'd to die, Death dy'd indeed. 
The Verſicle. 
Lo weadore thee 

Dread Lamb ! and fall 

thus low before thee The - 


—" 
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T he Reſponſor. 
*Cauſe by the — Croſs 
T hou haſt ſav'd aroncerhe whole world's loſs, 
. "The Prayer, 

Oo my Lord jeſu Chriſt , fon of the living God ! 
. LC Zinterpole | pray thee, thine own pretious death, 
thy Croſs :nd Pafsion, betwixt my ſoul and thy judge- 
ment, now and ip-the hour of my death ; and vouch- 
ſafe to grarit me thy grace and mercy ; to the living 
and dead, remiſsion and reſt, to thy Church, peace 
and concorll ; to-us (inners, life and glory everlaſting + 
who livelt and reigneſt with the Father, in the unity 
of the Holy Ghoſt, one God, world without end, 


Amin, 


—_ 


Even- Song. 


| The Verficle. 
Lord, by thy ſweet and ſaving Sign 
| The Reſponſor. 
Defend us from our foes and thine. 
| Ver. Thou ſhake open my Lips, O Lord, 
Ref. And my month ſhall declare thy praife, 
Ver. O God make ſpeed to ſave me. + 
Ref. O Lord make haſte to help me. 
Her. G ory be to, cc. | 
Ref. Asitwasin, & c, 


The HYMN, 
Ur there were Rocks would not relent at this. 


L. Lo, for their own hearts they rend His, 
WI . LIT , - 1 . ] heir 
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T Their deadly hate liyes ſtill, and hath | 
A wild reſerve of wanton'wrath; 'CY 
Superfluous Spear / butthere's a Heart ſtands by 
Will look no wounds be loſt, no death ſhall dy, | 
Gather now thy grict's ripe fruit, Great Mother-maid! 
Then fit: thee down, and ſing thy Ev'neſong in the ſad 
| Trees ſhade. 
T he. Antiphon, 
O ſad, ſweet Tree! 3 
Woful and joyful we 
{Both weep and fing in ſhade of thee, To 
When the dear Nails did lock :\ 
And graft into thy gracious Stock % 
The hope, the health, 
The worth, the wealth 
Of all the ranſom'd World, thou hadſt the power - 
(In thar propitious hour ) 
To poiſe each precious Limb, 
And prove how light.che World was when it weigh'd 
with Him, 
Wide maiſt thou ſpred 
Thine Arms, and with thy bright and blisful head 
O'rlook all Libanns.” Thy lofty crown 
The King himſelf is, chou his humble Throne, 
Where yielding, and yet conquering he 
Proy'd a new path of patient victory. 
When wondring death by death was ſlain, 
And our Captivity his Captive ta'ne. 
The Verſicle, 
Lo we adore thee 
 IDreadLamb ! and bow thus low before thee , 4 
The Reſponſor. ? 
Cauſe by the covenant of thy Croſs 
Thou haſt ſav'd the World from certain loſs, R 
The 


| | The Prayer. f 
O My Lord Jeſa Chriſt, ſon of the living, &e. 


——_— 


COMPLINE, 


The Verficle. 
Lord by thy ſweet and ſaving Sign. 
T he Reſponſor. 
' Defend us from our foes and thine: 

Fer. Thou ſhalr open my lips, O Lord. 
Ref. And my mouth ſhall declare thy praiſe, 
Ver. O God make ſpeed to ſave me. 
Re/. O Lord make haſte to help me. 
Ver. Glory be to, cc. 
Ref. As'it was in, &, 


The HYMN |, 


"= Compline hour comes laſt, to call 

.Us to our own Live's funeral. 

Ah hartleſstask ! yethope takes head ; 

and livesin him that here lies dead. 

Run, Mary, run! bring hither all the Bleſt 

Arabia, for thy Royal Phenix ? neſt , 

Pour on thy Nobleſt ſweets, which, when they touch 

This ſweeter Body, ſhall indeed be ſuch, 

But muſt thy bed, Lord, bea borrow'd Grave 

Who lend{(t to all things all the life they have. 

O rather uſe this Hearr, thas far a ficter Stone, 

*Cauſe, thougha hard and cold one, yet it is thine own, 
Amen, 


The 
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The Amiphon. 
O'ſaye us then 
Merciful King of men ! 
Since thou would needs be thus 
A Saviour, and at ſuch a rate, for us 
Save us, Ofaveus, Lord. 
We now will own no ſhorter wiſh, nor name a nax; 
rower word, 
Thy blood bids ns be bold. 
Thy wounds give us fair hold. 
Thy ſorrows chide our ſhame. 
by Croſs, thy Nature, and thy Name 
Advance our claim 
And cry with one accord, 
Savethem, O ſave them, Lord. 
The Yerficle. 
Lo we adore thee 
4 Lamb! and bow thus low before theo. 
The for. 
uſe by the covenant of thy Croſs, _ 
u haſt ay'd the world from certain loſs, 
* The Praer. 
My Lord Jeſu Chrift, Son of, +. 


—— —_—_— CO 


The RECOMMENDATION, 


Heſe Hours,and that which hovers o'r my end, 
Into thy Hands, and Heart, Lord, 1 commend, 


tke both to thine account, thatT and mine 


thar hour andin theſe, may be all thine, 


1754 Sacred] Poems, 
That as I dedicate my-devonteſt Breath” 
To make a kind of Life for my Lords Death, 


So from his living, and life-piving Death, 
My dying Life may draw a new, and never-fleeting 
Breath, , 


VEXILLA REGIS, 
The Hymn of the Holy Croſs, 


1: 


Ook up, nnguiſhina ſoul! Lo where whefzic 
Badge. of thy Faith: alls dack thy care, 
And bids thee ne'r forget - 
- ThyLiteisodelong Debt ... Te 
Ot Love to Him, who-on this'painfal Tree 
Paid backs the Fleſh he took for thee. ©; ..'; 


Mo" i1hy 


"21 


Lo, how the ſtreams of Life from that full Neſt * 
Of Loves , thy Lord's too liberal Breſt 
Flow i inan amorous Floud 
Of Water wedding Bloud. 
With theſe he waſh't thy ſtain, randfer'd thy ſmart, 
Androokithome to bh own heart. 


3. 


But choughgreat Love, greedy of fich ſad gain 


Uſury' t the portion of thy pain, 


- 
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And from the Nails and Spear. |, 

Turn'd the ſteel point of Fear,_.. - - 
Their uſe is chang'd, -not loſt; and nowthey move 
Not ſtings of Wrath, but wounds of Love. 


4 


Tall Tree of Life ! thy Trath makes good 
What was till now ne'r underſtood, 
Though the prophetick King 
Struck loud his faithful ſtring, 
It was thy wood he meant ſhould make the Throne 
For a more then Salomon, 


5. 
Large throne of Love | Royally ſpred 


With purple of too rich a Red, 


Thy crime is too much duty 
Thy burthen too much Beauty ; 


| Glorious or grievous more ? thus ro-make good 
Thy coſtly Excellence with thy Kings own Blood. 


6. 
Even ballance of both Worlds ! our World of ſin, 
And that of Grace Heav'n weigh'din Him, 
Us with our price thou weighedlſt , 
Our price for us thou payedlt ; 
Soon as the right-hand ſcale rejoyc't to prove 
How much Death weigh'd more light then Love, 


7: 


Hail, our alone Hope! let thy fair Head ſhoot 


Aloft; and fill che Nations with thy Noble ——_ 
e 
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The while out hearts andwe _ 
Thus our ſelves on thee 5 

Grow thouand they, and bethy fair increaſe 

The ſinner's pardon and the juſtman's peace. 
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Live, O for ever Live and Reign 
The Lamb whom his own Loye has ſlain! 
And let thy loſt ſheep live t inherit 
That Kingdom which this Croſs did merit. Amer; 


ETSY 


— 


Charitas Nimia. 


Or the dear Bargain, 


> what is Man? why ſhould he coſt thee 

So dear ? what had his ruine loſt thee ? 

Lord, whatis Man? that thou haſt over-bought 
So much a thing of nought ? 


Love is too kind, I ſee, and can 
Make but a fimple Merchant man. 
"Twas for ſuch ſorry Merchandiſe, 
Bold Painters have put out his Eyes, 


Alas, ſweet Lord, what wer'tto thee 
Tf there were no ſuch Worms as we ? 
Heay'n ne*rtheleſs fill Heay'n would be, 
Should Mankind dwell 
Inthe deep Hell , 
What have his Woes to do with thee ? 


Let him go weep 
O'r his own wounds : 
Seraphims will not fleep 

Nor Sphears let fall cheir fatihfu! -o1nds. 


Still 
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Still would the youthful Spirits ſing , 
And ſtill thy ſpacious Palace ri - 


Still would thoſe beauteous Minifiers of Light 
Burn all asbrighr, 


And bow their flaming heads before thee, 
Still Thrones and Dominations would adore thee, 
Still would thoſe eyver-wakeful ſons of fire 
Keep warm thy praiſe 
Both nights and days, 
And teach thy loy'd name totheir Noble Lyre, 


Let froward Duſt then do its kind ; 
And pive it ſelf for ſport to the proud wind. 
Why ſhould a piece of peeviſh Clay plead ſhares 
In the Eternity of thy old cares? 
Why ſhouldſt thou bow thy awful Breſt to ſee 
What mine own madneſſes have done with me? 


177 


Should not the King ſtill keep bis Throne 
Becauſe ſome deſperate Fool's undone ? 
Or will the World's illuſtrious Eyes 
Weep for every Worm that dies ; 


Will the gallant Sun - 
E'r the leſs Glorious run ? 

Will he hang down his Golden head 
Ore'e the ſooner ſeek his Weſtern bed, 
Becauſe ſome fooliſh Fly 

Grows wanton, and will dye? 


_ 1fI wereloſt inmiſery, 
What was it to thy Heay'n and thee? 
What was it to thy precious blood 


It my foul Heart call'd for a floud? 
What 


—_ 
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+ Withguilcand fin, 


What if my faithleſs ſouland1. 
Would ricedsfallin © 


What did the Lamb that he ſhould dye? 
Whatdid the Lamb that he ſhould need ? 
When the Wolf ſins, himſelf to bleed ? 


If my baſe Luſt, _ 
Bargain'd with Death and wel-beſeeming Duſt 

Why ſhould the white 

Lamb's boſome write 

The purple name 

Of my fſin's ſhame ? 


” Why ſhould his unſtain'd Breſt make good 
My blufhes with his own heart-blood? 


O my Saviour make me ſee 
How dearly thou haſt paid for me 


That loſt again, my Lite tnay prove 
As thenin Death, ſo now in Love. 


_ a ———_—C—— <td. 


Santa Maria dolorum, 


Or the Mcther of ſorrows ;, 4 Pathetical deſcant 
=_ the devout Plainſong of Stabat Mat& 
oloroſa. 


x 


N ſhade of Deaths fad Tree 
Stood doletul ſhe, 
Ah ſhe! now byno other POE.” 
Name tobe known, alas, but Sorrow's Mother. 
Before 


>TIX 


Ea 


re 
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' Before her Eyes 
Her's and the whole World's joyes, 
Hanging all torn ſhe ſees, and in his woes 
And Pains, her pangs and throes, 
Each wound of his, from every part, 
All, more at home in her own hearc, 


2. 


What kind of Marble thari 
Is that cold man 
Who canlook on and ſee, 
Nor keep ſuch Noble ſorrows company ? 
Sure even from you 
( My Flints ) ſome drops are due 
To ſee ſo many unkind ſwords conteſt 
| So faſt for one ſoft Breſt. 
While with a faithful, mutual, floud 
Her Eyes bleed Tears, his wounds weep bloods 


3. 

O coſtly intercourſe 

Of deaths, and worſe : | 
| Divided Loves : while Son and Mothet 
Diſcourſe alternate wounds to one another , 

Quick Deaths that grow 

And gather, asthey comg and go: 
His Nails write ſwords in her, which ſoon her heaft 

Pays back, with more then their own ſmart z 

Her ſwords, tall growing wich his paih, 
Turn Speats, and firaight come home again 


N She 


Kat; ' 2a = 
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4. 


She ſees her Son, her God, 

Bow with a load 

Of borrow'd fins; and ſwim 
In woes that were not made for him. 

Ah hard Command 
Of Love ! Here muſt ſhe ſtand 
Charg'd tolook on, and with a ſtedfaſt Eye 

Sec her life dye : 

Leaving her only ſo much Breath 
As ſerves to keep alive her death. 


$. 


O Mother Turtle-doye |! 

Soft ſourſe of Love, 

That theſe dry Lids might borrow 
Somthing from thy full ſeas of Sorrow ! 

O inthar Breſt 

Of thine ( the nobleſt Neſt . 
Both of Love's Fires and Flouds) might recline 

This hard, cold, Heart of mine! 
TT he chil lump would relent, and prove 
Soft SubjeR for the ſiege of Love. 


6, 


O teach thoſe wounds to bleed 
Inme; me, foto read - 

This Book of Loves, thus writ 
Ialines of death, my life may copy it 


With 


S acred "ay iS3 


With Loyal cares. 
O let me here claim ſhares; 
Yield fomething in thy ſad prerogative 
( Great Queen of griefs ) andgive 
Me to my Tears; who, though all fone, 
Think much that thou ſhouldſt mourn alone. 


ip 4 
gf * 


Yea let my life and me 
Fix here with thee, 
. And at the Humble Foot 
Of this fair Tree take our Eternal Root, 
That ſo we may 
Atleaſt bein Loves way ; 
Andin theſe chaſte wars while the wing'd wounds flee 
So faſt *rwixt him and thee, | 
My Breſt may catch the kiſs of ſome kind Dart, 
Though as at ſecond hand, from either Hearc, 


8, 


Oyon, your own beſt Darts, 

Dear doleful hearts! 

Hail; andſtrike home and make me ſee 
That wounded boſoines their own weapons be. 

Come Wounds ! come Darts / 

Nail'd hands ! and piereed hearts ! 
Come un whole ſelves, Sorrow's great Son and Mo» 

ther. 

Nor grudge a younger Brother 
Of prief's his portion, who {( had all their dae ) 
One ſingle wound ſhould not have left for you. 


N 2 9, Sha 
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9. 


Shall I ſet there ' 
k Sodeepa ſhare _ 
( Dear wounds ) and onely now 
In ſorrows draw no dwidend with you ! 
Obe more wiſe, 
If not more ſoft, mine Eyes ! 
Flow, tardy Founts ! and into decent ſhowrs 
Difſolve my Days and Hours. 
And if thouyet ( faint ſoul! ) defer 
To bleed with him, fail not to weep with her: 


IO, 


Rich Queen, lend ſome relief , 
Ar leaſt an alms of Grief 
To' a heart who by fad right of ſin 
Could prove the whole ſum ( too ſure ) due to him, 
By all choſe ſtings 
Of Love, ſweet bitter things, 
W hich theſe torn hands tranſcrib'd on thy true Hear; 
O teachmine too, the Art 
TT o ſtudy him fo, cill we mix 
Wounds , and become one Crucifix- 


II, 


O let me ſuck the Wine 

Solong of this chaſte Vine, 

Till, drunk of the dear wounds, I be 
Aloſt thing to the World, as it to me, 
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O faithful friend 
Of me and of my end ! 
Fold up my life in Love ; and lay'c beneath 
My dear Lord's vital death, 
Lo, heart,thy hopes whole Plea ! her precious breath 
Powr'd out in Prayers forthee; thy Lord'sin death. 


—_——_— 


L 


The Hymn of St. Thomas, in Adoration of the 
. Bleſſed Sacrament, 


\ \ T Ich all the pow?rs my poor Heart hath 
Of humble Love and Loyal Faith, 


Thus low ( my hidden life ! ) 1 bowto thee 

Whom too much Love hath bow'd more low for me, 
Down, down, proud ſenſe! diſcourſes dye, 

Keep cloſe, my ſoul's inquiring Eye! 

Nor touch nor taſte muſt Jook for more, 

Bat each ſit till in his own door, 


Your Ports are all ſuperfluous here, 

| Save that which lets in Faith, the Ear. 

Faith is my skill , Faith can believe 

As faſt as Love new Laws can give. 

Faith is my force ; Faith ſtrength affords 

To keep pace with thoſe pow'rful words : 
And words more ſure, more ſweet then they 
Love could not think, truth could not ſay. : 


Oletthy wretch find that relief 
Thou didſt afford the fairhful Thief; 
I. Plead for me, Love ! Alledge and ſhow 
That Faith has farther, here, to go, 
"Oo 1 and 
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Andleſs to lean on; 'becruſe than 
Though hid as God, wounds writ thee Man, 
Thomas might rouch , none but might ſee 
At lealt the ſuffcing ſide of thee ; 


And that too was thy ſelf which thee did cover 
But here ey n that's lid roo Which hides the other, 


Sweet conſider then, that I 
Thoygh allow'$not Hand nor Eye 
Toteach at thy loy'd Face ;, nor can 
. Taſte thee God, or touch thee Man, 
Both yet believe and witneſs thee 
My Lord too, and my God, asloud as he, 


Help, Lord, my Hope increaſe, 
And till my portion in thy peace. 
Give Love for Life , nor letmy ay | 
Grow, but in new pow'rs to name thy Praiſe. 


Odear memorial of that Death 
Which lives {till, and allows us Breath ? 
Rich, Royal Food ! Bountiful Bread ! 
Whoſe uſe denies us to the Dead ; 
Whoſe vital guſt alone can give 
The ſame leave both to Earand Live , 
Live eycr Bread of Loves, and be 
My Life, my Soul, my ſucer ſelf to me. 


O ſoft ſelf-wounding Pelican ! 
Whoſe Breſt weeps Balm for wounded Man ; 
Ah this way bend thy benign Floud * 
- Toa bleeding Hearc that g.ſpes for Blood ; 
That Blood, whoſe leaſt drops ſoveraign be 
To waſh my Worlds of ſing from me, 


Come 


& Bd 
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Come Love! Come Lord ! and'that long day 
For which I languiſh, come away, | 
When this dry ſoul-thoſe Eyes ſhall ſee, 

And drink the unſeal'd. fourſe of thee. 
When Glory's Sun Faith's ſhade ſhall chaſe, 
Thenfor thy veil give me thy Face, Amen, 


—— Cr ——_— 


The Hymn for the Bleſſed Sacrament, 
Lauda Sion Salyatorem. 


I, 


Iſe, Royal Si! riſe and fin 
Thy Soul's kind Shepheard, thy Hearts King. 
Stretch all thy powers; call if you can | 
Harps of Heav'n to hands of man, 
This Soveraign ſubjeR ſits above 
The beſt ambitionof thy Love, 


2, 


Lo the Bread of Life, this day's 
Triumphant Text, provokes thy praiſe 
The living and life-giving Bread, 

To the Great Twelve diſtributed 
When Life himſelf at point to dy, 
Of Love, was his own Legacy. 


3, 


Come, Love! and let us: work a Song 
Loud and pleaſant, ſweet and long , 


N 4 


"Let Lips and Hearts life high the noile 

Of ſ0 * and ſolemn joys, 

Which on his white brows this bright day 
Shall hence for eyer boar away. 


. 


4 


Lothe new Law ofa new Lord, 
With anewLamb bleſſes the Board. 
The aged Paſcha | ple leads nat years 
But ſpies Love's dawn, and diſappears. 
Types yield to Truths ; ſhades ſhrink away ; ; 
And their Night dyes into our Day. 


5. F) 


But leſt that dy-to too, we are+bid, 
Ever to do what he once did. 
And by a mindful, myſtick breath, 
That we may live, revive his Death ; 
With a well-bleſt Bread and Wine 
Tranſum'd, and taught to turn Divine. 


6. , 
The Heav'r-inſtruRted houſe of Faith 
Here a Holy DiRtate bath, 
That they bur lend their Form and Face, 
Themſelves with reverence leave their place 


Nature and Name to be made good 
By a.Nobler Bread, more necdfpl Blood, 


7. Where 


7. 


Where Nature's Laws no leave will give, 
Bold Faith takes heart, and dares belieye 
In different ſpecies, name not things 
Himſelf ro me my Saviour brings, 
As Meat inthat, as Drink in the, 
But ſtill in both one Chriſt he is. 


The receiving Mouth here makes 
Nor wound nor breach in what he takes. 
Let one, or one Thouſand be 
Here Dividers, ſingle be 
Bears home no leſs, all they no more, 
Nor leave they both leſs then before. 


9. 


Though in it ſelf this Soveraign Feaſt 
Be all the ſame te every Gueſt, 
Yet on the ſame ( life-meaning ) Bread 
The child of death eats himſelf dead. 
Nor is'c Love's fault, but Sins dire skill 
That thus from Life can Death diſtil. 


IQ. 


When the bleſt ſigns thou broke ſhal'c ſee, 
Hold but thy Faithintire as he, 
Who, howſoe'r clad, cannot come 


Leſſe then whole Chriſt in eyery crumme, 
n 
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In broken forms a ſtable Faith 
*Intouch't her precious 'T otat hath. 


II. 


Lo the Life-food of Angels then 
Bow'd to the lowly mouths of men ! 
The Childrens Bread ; the Bridegroom's Wine, 
Not to be caſt to Dogs or Swine. 


I2, - 


Lo, the full, final, Sacrifice 
On which all Figures fix*ttheir Eyes, 
The ranſom'd J/ach, and his Ram; 
The *Aſanra, and the Paſchal Lamb. 


13. 


Teſu, Maſter, Juſt and true ? 
Our Food, and faithful Shepherd too ! 
O by thy ſelf vonchſafe to keep, 
As with thy ſelf thou feedſt thy ſheep. 


- 


I4, 


 Olet that Love which thus makes thee 
Mix with our low Mortality, 
].ift our lean Souls, and ſet us up 
ConviQors of thine own full cup, 
Coheirs of Saints, thar ſo all may 
Yridk the f:me Wine3 and the ſame Way, 
Nor change the Paſture, bur the Place, 


 Tofeed of Thee in thine own Face. Amen, 


The 
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The HYMN 
Dies irz dies 1lla, 


In Meditation of the day of Fudement, 


I, 
| * Fark thou, my ſoul, what ſerious things 
1Both the Pſalm and Sybil ſings | 
Of a ſure Judge, from'whoſe ſharp Ray 
The World in Flames ſhall fly away. 


2. 


O that fire ! before whoſe face 
Heay'n and Earth ſhall find no place : 
O theſe Eyes? whoſe angry lig 
Muſt be the day of that dread Night. 


3. 


O that trump! whoſe blaſt ſhall run 
An'Evenround withth' eircling Sun, 
And urge the murmuring graves to bring 
Pale mankind forth co meet his King, * 


4. 


Horror of Nature, Hell and Death ” 
When a deep groan from beneath 
Shall cry we come, we come, and all 
The Caves of Night anſwer one call. 


5.0 
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O that Book ! whoſe Leaves ſs bright. 
Will ſetthe World in ſevere Light. 
Othat Judge | whoſe Hand, whoſe Eye 
None canindure ; yet none can fly, 


6. 


Ah then, poor Soul, what wilt thou ſay? 
And to what Patron chuſe to pray? 
When Stars themſelves ſhall ſtagger ; and 
The moſt firm Foot no more then ſtand, 


7. 


But thou giv'ſt leave ( dread Lord) that we 


- Take ſhelter from thy ſelf in Thee, 
And with the wings of thine own Dove 
Fly to thy Scepter of ſoft Love. 


8, 


Dear, remember in that day 
Who was the cauſe thou cam'ſt this way. 
Thy ſheep was ſtray'd , and thou would be 
Evenlolt thy ſelf in ſeeking me, 


9. 


Shall all that }:bour, all chac coſt 
Ot Love, and ev'athat loſs; be loſt? 
And thislov'd ſoul, judg'd worth no leſs 
Then all that way and wearineſs 


ty - <-&t 
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10. : to 


Juſt Mercy then, thy reck'ning be 
With my price, and not with me , 
'Twas paid at firſt with too much pain, 
Tobe paid twice, or once in vain, 


I1, 


Mercy ( my Judge) Mercy 1 
With bluſhing Cheek and blecting Eye, 
The conſcious Colours of my fin 
Are Red withou: and pale within. © 


I2, 


Olet thine own ſoft Bowells pay 
Thy ſelf; and ſo diſcharge that day, 
If fin can ſigh, Love can forgive. 
O ſay the word, my Soul ſhall live, 


I3, 


Thoſe Mercies which thy ACary found 
Or who thy Croſs confeſt and Crown'd, 
Hope tells my heart, the ſame Loves be 
Still alive and ſtill for we. 


14. 


Though both my Pray'rs and Tears combine, 
Both worthleſs are , for they are mine, 
But thou thy bounteous ſelf ſtill be ; 
And ſhow thouart, by ſaving me. _ 
| 15. 
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IS. 


O when thy laſt frown ſhall proclaim 
The flocks of goats to folds of flame, 
And all thy loſt ſheepfound ſhall be, 
Let come ye Bleſſed then call me. 


I6, 


When the dread 7re ſhall divide 
Thoſe Limbs of death from thy left (ide, 
Let thoſe Life-ſpeaking Lips command 
T hat I infierit thy right hand, 


I7. 


O hear a ſuppliant heart; all cruſh't 
And crumbled into contrite duſt, 
My hope, my fear | my Judge, my Friend ! 
Take charge of me, and of my end. 


The HY NN. 
O Glorioſa Domina, 


| HY: moſt High, moſt humble one ! 
Above the World, below thy Son 

Whoſe bluſh the Moon beauteouſly marres 

And ſtains the timerous light of Stars. 

He that made all things had not done 

Till he had made himſelf rhy Son. 


The whole World's hoſt would be thy gueſt 


And board himſelf at thy rich Breſt, 
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O boundleſs Hoſpitality ! 
The Feaſt of all things feeds on thee. 
1 Thefirſt Eve, Mother of our Fall, 

E'r ſhe bore any one, flew all. 

Of her unkind gift might we have 

* The inheritance of a haſty Grave ; 

Quick buried in the wanton Tomb 
Of one forbidden bit, 

Had not a better Fruit forbidden ir. 
Had not thy.healthful womb 

The Worlds new Eaſtern window been 
And given us Heav'y againin giving him. 
Thine was the Roſy Dawn that ſprung the Day 
Which renders all che Stars ſhe ſtole away. 

Let then the aged World be wiſe, and all 
Prove Nobly, here, unmtural : 

'Tis gratitude to forget that other 
And call the Maiden Eve their Mother. 

Ye redeem'd Nations far and Near, 
Applaud your happy ſelves in her, 

( All you to whom this Love belongs ) 
And keep'talive with laſting ſongs, 

Let Hearts and Lips ſpeak loud, and ſy, 
Hail, door of Life, and fourſe of Day ! 
The Door was ſhut, the Fountain ſeal'd 
Yer Light was ſeen and Life reveal'd, 

The Fountain ſeal'd, yet Life found way. 

Glory to thee, great Virgin's ſon 
In boſom of thy Fathers Bl 

T he ſame to thee, ſweet Spirit be done 
As ever ſhall be, was, and is, Amer. 


The 
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bs One 


The Flaming Heart, upon the Book and Picture of But. 
the Seraphical Saint Terela, as ſhe is 


uſually expreſſed with a - Seraphim - 

| efide her, Wh: 
Roſi 

WE meaning Readers! you that come as = 

friends 4 

And catch the precious name this piece pretends; J, \ 

Make not too much haſte r admire D 


That fair-cheek'c fallacy of fire, 
That is a Seraphim, they ſay 
And this the great Tereſa. | 
Readers be rul'd by me ; and make 
Here a well-plac't and wiſe miftake ; 
You muſt transpoſe the piRure quite, 
And ſpell it wrong to read ir right; 
Read Him for Her, and Hey for Him ; 
And call the Saint the Seraphim. 

Painter, what didſt thou underſtand 
To pur her Dartinto his hand | 
See, even the years and fize of him 
Shows chis the Mother Seraphim. 
This is the Miſtreſs flame , andduteous he 
Her happy fire-works, here, comes down to ſee t 
O moſt poor-ſpirited of men! 
Had thy cold Pencil kiſt her Pen, 
Thou couldſt not ſo unkindly err 
To ſhow us this faint ſhade for her. 


— 


yp 


Why Man, this { 


F*. 
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pure mortal frame ; 
And mocks with female Froſt, Love's manly flame, 


| One would fufpeR chou meanſt ro print 


Some weak, inferiour, Woman Saint. 
But had thy pale-fac't A inok 
fire from the burning checks of that bright Book 
Thou wouldſt on her have heapt up all 
That could be found Seraphical ; 
What e*r this youth of fire wears fair, 
Roſie Fingers, Radiant Halr. | 
owing Cheek, and gliſtring Wings, 
All thoſe fair and flagrant things, 
But before, all, that Fry Darr 
Had fill'd the Hand of this great Heart. 
Do then as equal right requires, 
lince his the blufhes be, and her's the fires; 


Reſume and reRify thy rude deſign ; 
lndreſs thy Seraphim into Mine. 
Redeem this injury of thy Art; 

Give him the Vail, give ber the Darr. 

Give him the vail, that he may cover 
The red Cheeks of a rivall'd Lover; 

ham'd that our worl'd, now, can ſhow 

eſts of new Seraphims here belovy. 

Give her the Dart for it is ſhe mt 
(Fair youth ) ſhoors both thy ſhaftand Thee {' 
ay, all ye wiſe and well-pierc'c hearts vb 
That live and dy amid her Darts, 

What is't your taſtful ſpirics do prove 
In that rare life of her, and Love? 
ay and þear witneſs, Sends ſhe not 
A Seraphim at every ſhot?®- a+ BY 
What Magazins of imrfroxral Atyps there ſhige, 
Heay'ns great Artillery in eactilove-ſpun fine, 

-- he | Give 


"4 
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Give then the Dartto her who gives the flame ; 
Give him the veil, who gives the ſhame. 

Bat if it be the frequent fate 
Of worſt faults to be fortumate , 

If all's preſcription, and proud wrong 
Hearkens not to an humble ſong, 

For all the gallantry of him, 

Give me the ſaffring Seraphim, 

His be the bravery of all choſe bright things, 
The glowing Checks, the gliſtering wings , 
The Roſie hand, the radiant Dart ; 

Leave her alone the Flaming Hearr, 

Leave her that; and thou ſhalt leave her 
Not one looſe ſhaft but Love's whole Quiver, 
For in Loye's Field was neyer found 
A Nobler weapon then a wound. 

Love's Paſſives are bis AQiy'ſt part ; 

The wounded is the wounding hearr. 

O Heart /the equal poiſe. of Love's both parts, 
Big alike with Wounds and Darts , 

Live in theſe conquering Leave's , Live all the ſame; 
And walk through all Tongues one Triumphant flame, 
Live here, great Heart; and love, and dye, and kil, 
And bleed and wound, and yield, and conquer ſtill, 
Let this immortal Life where e'r it comes 

Walk in a croud of Loves and Martyrdomes. 

Let myſtick Deaths wait on'c , and wiſe ſouls be 
The Love-ſlain witneſſes of this life of thee, 

O ſweetincendiary ! ſhew here thy Art, ' 

Upon this Carcaſs of a hard cold Heart ; 

Let all thy ſcatter'd ſhafts of Light, thar play 
Among the Leaves of thy large Books of day, 
Combin'd againſt this Breſt at once break in 


And take away from me my ſelf and fin; 


- 
—_—— 


This Gracious Robbery ſhall thy bounty be 
And my beſt fortunes ſuch fair ſpoils of me. * 
O thou undaunted Daughter of Defires / 

By all chy Dow'rof Lights 2nd Fires; 

By all the Eagle in thee, a!l che Dove; 

By all thy Lives and Deaths of Love; 

By thy large draughts of intelleRual day; 

And by thy thirſts of Love more large then they, 
By all chy brim-fill'd Bowls of fierce deſire 

By thy laſt mornings he of liquid Fire 

By the full Kingdom of that final kiſs 

That ſeiz'd thy parting Soul, and ſeal'd thee his ; 
By allthe Heav'ns thou haſt in him 

(Fair Siſter of the Seraphim ) 

By all of Him we haye in Thee; 

Leave nothing of my Self in me. 

Let me ſo read thy life, that 1 

Unto all life of mine may dy. 


_—_— 


A Sope, 


Ord, when the ſenfe of thy ſweer Grace 
Sends up my Soul to ſeek thy Face, 

Thy Bleſſed Eyes breed ſuch deſire, 

Idye in Love's delicious Fire. - f 

O Love, I amthy Sacrifice, 

Be ſtill Triumphant, Bleſſed Eyes 

Still ſhine on me, fair Sans, that 

Still may behold, chough {till I dye, 


Second part. 


Though Rtill I dye, I live again; 
Still longing (o to be (till lain, h 
Q 2 | 56 
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So gainful is ſuch loſs of breath, 

I dyeeven in deſire of death, "33 
Still live in me this loving ftrife 

Of living Death and dying Life. 
For while thou ſweetly ſlayeſt me, 
Dead to my ſelf, I ive in thee, . - 


— u—— 


To Miſtrſes M. R, Councel concerning 
her Choiſe, 


Ear, Heay'n-deſigned Soul ! 
Amongſt the reſt 
Of Suiters that beſiege your Maiden breft, 
Why may notI 
My fortune try 
And venture to ſpeak one good word 
Not for my ſelf, alas! but for my dearer Lord, 
You*ave ſcen already in this lower ſphear 
Of Froth and Bubbles, what co look for here. 
Say, gentle Soul, what can you find 
But painted ſhapes, 
Peacocks and Apes, 
Iluſtrious Flies, 
Guilded Dunghils, Glorious Lyes, 
Goodly ſurmiſcs 
And deep diſguiſes, 
Oaths of Water, W " of Wind? 
Truth bids me fay, cis time you ceaſe to Truſt 
Your Soul to any ſon of . Duſt. , 
*T's time youliſten ro a braver Love, 
Which from aboye 


Ho! 
Of 
Tha 


Calls you up higher, 
| And 


You 
No! 


fi! 
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And bids you come 
And chooſe your room 
Among his own fair ſons of fire, 
Where you among 
The Golden throng 
That watches at his Palace doors 
May paſs along 
And follow thoſe fair Stars of yours, 


Your wary Loye 
Lays up his purer and more precious vows, 


Then this world of Lies can give you, 
Ev'n for bim with whom nor coſt, 
Nor love, nor labour can be loſt ; 


[Him who never, will deceive you. 


Let not my Lord, the Mighty Lover 
Of ſouls, diſdain that I diſcover 
The hidden Art 
Of his high ſtratagem to win your heart, 
It was his Heaf'nly Art 
Kindly to croſs you 
In your miſtaken Love, 
That, atthe next remove 
Thence he mighttoſs you, 
And ſtrike your troubled heart 
Home to himſelf; to hide it in his Breſt 
- The bright ambroſial Ne!t, 
Of Love, of Lite, and everlaſtiug Reſt, 
Happy miſtake! 
That thus ſhall wake 
Your wiſe ſoul, never to be won 


Now with a love below the Sun. 


{Stars much too fair and pure to wait upon . 
The falſe ſmiles of a ſublunary Sun. 
{Sweer, let me Prophefie that at laſt *twill prove 


And means them for-a far more worthy Spouſe 
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Your firſt choice fails, O when you chooſe agen, 
May it not be among the ſons of men, 


ALEXIAS. 


The Complaint of the forſaken wife 
of Saint Alexis, 


The Firſt ELEGY. 


Lats the Roman Yourh'slov'd praiſe andpride, 
Whom long none could obtain, though thouſands 
try'd, 

Lo here _ left ( alas, ) For my loſt mate 

T embrace my Tears; and kiſs an unkind Fate, 

Sure in my early woes Stars were act ſtrife, 

And try'd to make -a Widow e'r a Wife. 

Norcin I tell ( and this new Tears doth breed ) 

In what ſtrange path my Lord's fair footſteps bleed. 
O knew I where he wander'd, I ſhould ſee 

Some ſolace in my forrow's certainty , 

I'd ſend my woes in words ſhould weep for me, 
(Who knows how powrful well-writ pray'rs would be) 
Sending's too flow a word, my ſelf wouid fly : 

Who knows my own heart's woes ſo well as 1? 

But how ſhall I ez] hence? Alexis thou, 

Ah thou thy ſelf, alas, has taught me how. 

Love too, that leads thee, would lend thee the wings 
To bear me harmleſs through the hardeſt things: 

And where Love lendsthe wing, and leads the way, 
What dingers can there be dare ſay me nay? 
If I be ſhipwrack't, Love ſhallteach to ſwim.; 
Ifgro#n'd, ſweets the death indur'd for him ; | 

The 
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| The noted fea ſhall change his name with me, 

1,*mong{t the bleſt Stars a new name ſhall be, 

And ſure where Lovers make their watry Graves, 

The weep Mariner will augment the waves. 

For who ſo hard, but paſſing by that wa 

Will cake acquaintance of my woes, = fay, 

Here't was the Roman Maid found a hard fate 

While through the world ſhe ſought her wandring 
Mate : 

Here periſh ſhe, poor heart; Heav'ns, be my vows 

As true to me, as ſhe wasto her Spouſe. 

Olive, ſorarea love | live | and inthee 

The too frail life of femal conſtancy. 

Farewel and ſhine, fair ſoul, ſhine there above 

Firm in thy Crown, as here faſt in thy Love. 

There thy loſt fugitive thou haſt found at laſt ; 

Be happy , and for eyer hold him faſt, 


The Second ELEGYT, 


Hough all the Joys I had fled hence with thee, 
Unkind ! yet are my Tears ſtill true to me. , 
I *m wedded o'r again fince thou art gone, 
Nor couldſt thou, cruel, leave me quite alone. 
Alexis's Widdow now is ſorrow's wife, 
With bim ſhall I weep out my weary life. 
Welcome my ſad ſweet Mate ! Now have got 
Art laſt a conſtant Lovethat leaves me not. 
Firm he, asthou art falſe, nor need my crys 
Thus vex the Earth, and tear the Skies. 
For him, alas, ne'r ſhall I need tobe 


Troubleſome to the World, thus, as for thee, 
7 Yet For 
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For thee Italkto Trees; with filent Groves 
ExpoRulate my woes and por ren, loyes. 
Hills and relentleſs Rocks, or if there 
Things that in hardneſs more alludeto thee, 
To theſe Italkin Tears, and tell my pain, 
And anſwer too for themin Tears again, 
How oft have I wept out the weary Sun? 
My watry hour-Glaſs hath old time out-run, 
O, I am Learned grown, poor Love and [ 
Have ſtudied over all Aſtrology. 
I'm perfe&t in Heav'ns ſtate, withevyery Scar 
My skilful grief is grown familiar, 
Riſe, faire(t of thoſe fires; what e'r thou be 
W hoſe Roſie beam ſhall-point my Sun ta me , 
Such as the Sacred Light that er'{t did bring 
The Eaſtern Princes to their infant King. 
Oriſe, pure Lamp! and lend thy Golden ray 
*That wary Loye at aſt may find his way. 


hm — — — nf - — 


The Third ELEGY. 


Ich, chnrliſh Land! that hid'ſt fo long in thee, 
My Treafures, rich, alas, by robbing me. 
Needs muſt my Miferies owe that man a ſpite 
Whoe'r hebe was the firſt wandring Knight, 
O had hene'r been at that cruel coſt 
Nature's Virginity had ne'r been loſt. 
Seas had not been rebuk't by faucy Oars 
Burt lain lock*c up fife in their ſ:cred ſhores 
Men lad not ſpurn'd at Monntains ; nor made wars 


With Rocks; nor bold hands ſtruck the World's ſtrong 
bars, : 
Nor 
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Norloſtin too large bounds, our little Rome 
Full ſweetly with it ſelf had dwelt at home. 
My poor Alexis, then in peaceful life, 
Had under ſome low roof loy'd his plain wite - 
But now, ah me, from where he has no foes 
He flies ; and into wilful exile goes. 
Cruel return or tell the reaſon why 
Thy deareſt Parents have deſerv'd to dye. ; 
And 1, whatis my crime I cannot tell, 
Unleſs it be a crime t' have lov'd too well. 
If Heats of Holier Love and high Deſire 
| Make big thy fair Breſt with immortal Fire, 
What needs my virgin Lord fly thus from me, 
Who only wiſh his virgin Wife to be ? 
Witneſs, chaſte Heay'ns! no happier vows I know 
Then to a virgin Grave untouch't to goe, 
Love's trueſt knot by Yenxs is notty'd ; 
Nordo embraces only make a Bride. 
The Queen of Angels, (and men chaſte as you ) 
Was Maiden-Wife, and Maiden-Mother too. 
Cecilia, Glory of her Name and Blood 
With happy gain her Maiden vows made good. 
The laſty 6ridegroom made appoach, young man, 
Take heed (0 ſhe ) take heed Valerian, 
My boſome Guard, a Spirit = and ſtrong, 
Stands arm'd to ſhield me from all wanton wrong, 
My Chaſtity is Sacred; and my Sleep 
Wakeful, her dear yows undefil'd to keep, 
Pallas bears Arms, forſooth, and ſhould there be 
No fortreſs built fortrue Virginity ? 
No gapiris Gorgon this, none like the reſt 
Of your lezrn'd Lyes : here you'l find no ſuch jeft, 
I'm yours, O were my God, my Chriſt ſotoo, 
Fd know no name of Loye on Earth but you. | 

He 
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He yields, and ſtraight Baptiz'd, obtains the Grace 

Togaze on the fair fouldier's Glorious face. 

Both mixt at laſt their Blood in one rich Bed 

Of Roſie Martydome, twice Married. 

O burn our Hymes bright in ſuch high Flame, 

Thy Torch, terreſtrial Love, has here no name. 

- How ſweet the mutual yoke of Man and Wife, 

When Holy fires maintain Love's Heav'oly life | 

But I, (fo help me Heay'n my hopes to ſee ) 

When Thouſands ſought my Love, loy'd none but 
Thee. 

Still, as their yain Tears my firm vowsdid try, 

Alexis, he alone is mine ( faidI) 

Half true, alas, half falſe, proves that poor Line, 

Alexis isalone, butis not mine. . 


” 


LO — 


Deſcription of a Religious Houſe and con- 
dition of Life, 
( Outof BARCL AT.) 


Np roofs of Gold o'r riotous Tables ſhining, 

Whole Days and Suns deyour'd with endleſs 
Dining : ; 

No Sails of Tyrian Silk prond pavements ſweeping ; 

Nor ivory couches coſtlyer flumbers keeping ; 

Falſe Lights of fliiring Gemms ; tumultuous joys ; 

Halls full of flattering Men and frisking Boys., 

Whate'r falſe ſhows of ſhort and ſlippery good 

Mix the mad ſons of Men in mutual blood, 

But Walks and unſhorn Woods ; and Souls, juſt ſo 

Unforc't and genuine ; but not ſhady tho: 

Our Lodgings hard and homely as our Fare, 


T hat Challe and Cheap, as the ew Clothes we wear: 


T hole 
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Thoſe courſe and negligent, as the natural Locks 

Of theſe looſe Groves, rough as th' unpoliſhe Rocks, 

A haſty portion of preſcribed ſleep , 

+ Obedient flumbers that can wake and weep, | 

And Sing, andSigh, and Work, and Sleep again , 

Still rowling a round Sphear of —— 

Hands full of hearty 1abours, do much, more 
they may, - 

&nd work for work, not wages, let to morrows 

New drops waſh off the ſweatof this days ſorrows, 

A long and dailydying-life, which breaths 

A reſpiration of reviving deaths, 

But neither are there thoſe ignoble ſlings 

That nip the boſome of the World's beſt things 

And laſh” Earth-laboring ſouls, 

No cruel guard of diligent cares, that _ 

Crown'd woes awake , 4s things too wiſe for ſleep ; 

But Reverent Diſcipline, and Religious Fear, 

And ſoft obedience find ſweet biding here; 

' Silence, and ſacred Reſt , Peace, and pure joys; _ 

Kind Loves keep houſe, lie cloſe, and make no noiſe, 

And room enough for Monarchs while none ſwels 

Beyond the Kingdoms of contentful Cels. 

The ſelf-remembring Soul ſweetly recovers 

Her kindred with the Stars, not baſely hovers 

Below , but meditatesher immortal way 

Home tothe original ſource of Light and intelleual 


Day. 


Paths 
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Deaths Lecture, the Funeral of a young 
Gentleman, 

Ear Reliques of a diſlodg'd Soul,whoſe lack 
Makes many a mourning Paper put on black / 
O itay a while er thou draw.in thy head 
And wind thy ſelf up cloſe inthy cold bed. 
Stay bur aliccle while unnilT call 
A ſummons worthy of thy Funeral 
Come then, Youth, Beauty and Blood ; 

All the ſoft pow'rs 

Whoſe Silken flatteries ſwell a few fond hours 
Into a falſe Eternity, Come man ; 
Hyperbolized: Nothing / know thy ſpan ; 
Take thine own meaſure here, down, down, and bow 
Before thy ſc!f.in thine Idea; thou 
Huge emptineſs! contract thy ſelf, and ſhrink 
All thy wild Circle to a point, O fink . 
Lower and lower yet ; till chy lean ſize 
Call Heav'n to look on thee with narrow Eyes; 
Leſſer and leſſer yer till thou begin 
To ſhow a Face, fit to confeſs thy Kin, 
Thy Neighbourhood to Nothing. 
Proud Toes, and lofty Eye-lids, here put on 
Your ſelves in your unfaign'd reffexion, 
Here, gallant Ladies, this unparcial Glaſs 
(Thougi you be painted ) ſhows you your true face : 
Theſe death-ſeal'd Lips are they dare give the lye 
To the loud boaſts of poor Mortality: 
Theſe Curtain'd windows, this retired Eye 
Out-ſtaresthe Lids of large-look'r Tiranny ; 


This 


% 
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This poſture is the brave one, this that lies x 
Thustow, ſtands up ( metbinks ) thus and defies 


The World, all-daring Duſt and Aſhes | only you 
Of all interpreters read Nature true. 


Temperance, or the cheap Phyſitian upon 
the Tranſlation of Leſhus, 


Oenow, and with ſome daring drug 
Bait thy diſeaſe, and whillt they.tug, 
'T hou to maintain their pretious ſtrife 
Spend the dear Treaſures of thy life, 
Goe take Phyſick, doat upon 
Some big-nam'd Compoſition, 
Th Oraculous DoRorga,yſtick Bills ; 
Certain hard Words mMinto Pills, 
And what at aſt ſhal't gain by theſe ? 
Oaly a coſtlier diſeaſe, 
That which makes us have no need 
Of Phyfick, that's Phyſick- indeed. 
Hark hither, Reader, wilt thou ſee 
Nature her own Phyſitian be ? 
Wilt ſee a man, all his own wealth, 
His own Mufick, his own Health ; 
A man whoſe ſober ſoul cantell 
How to wear her Garments well, 
. Her Garments, that upon her ſic 
As Garments ſhould do cloſe and fit; 
A well- cloth'd ſoul that's not oppreſt 
Nor choak't with what ſhe ſhquld be dreſt. 
A ſoul-ſheath'd in aChriftsl ſhrine ; 
Through which all her bright features ſhine ; 
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As whenapiece of wanton Lawn, 

A thin aerial yeil, is drawn 

O'r beauties face, ſeeming ro hide, 

More —_— the bluſhing bride. 

A ſoul, whole intelleRual beams | 

No Miſtsdo Mask, no Lazy ſteams, . 

A happy ſoul, that all the way 

To Heav'n rides in a Summers day. ; 

Would'ſt ſee a man, whoſe well-warm'd Blood 

Baths him ina genuine Flood! 

A man whoſe tuned humours be 

A ſeat of rareſt harmony ? 

| Would't ſee blith looks, freſh Cheeks beguile 
Age? wouldſt ſee December ſmile ? 

Would'ſt ſee Neſts of new Roſes grow 

In a bed of reverend Snow ?, 

Warm Thoughts, free Spirigiſlatcering 

Winter's ſelfincs a Spring. 

In ſamme, would'ſt ſee a man that can 

Live to be old, arid ſtill a man? 

Whoſe lateſt and moſt leaden hours 

, Fall with ſoft wings, ſtuck with ſoft flowers, 

And when Life's tweet Edble ends, 

Soul and Body part like friends ;. 

No quarrels, murmurs, no delay ; 

A kiſs, a Sigh, and ſo away. 

This rare one, Reader, would{t thou ſee ? 

Hark hither , and thy ſelf be be. 


FINIS, 


